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ADVERTISEMENT. ^ /V^ ^ j /s| 



Of the poetical powers of Mrs. Radcliffe, apart 
from those examples of the spirit of poetry which 
breathe so vividly through te prose romances, there 
has hitherto been no adequate impression conveyed to 
the public — perhaps because they have only been pre- 
sented, for the most part, in subordinate connection 
with her prose writings. It is intended, by the present 
collection of such of her detached productions as wear 
expressly the outward garb of the poetic muse, to give 
to her merits as a writer of compositions in verse a 
fairer opportunity for appreciation. The tale of '* St. 
Alban's Abbey" must doubtless prove, in an eminent 
degree, welcome to the imaginative reader, as super- 
adding to the graces of poetic treatment the charm of 
a romantic story — that charm in which Mrs. Radcliffe 
so conspicuously excelled ; and it may be safely af- 
firmed, both of that production and of the minor poems 
which follow it, that, when examined, they will be 
found replete with rich imagery and felicitous ex- 
pression. 
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ST. ALBANS ABBEY. 



Spirit of ancient days ! who o'er these walls^ 
Unseen and silent^ hold'st thy solemn state^ 
Thy presence known where the gloom deepest fells; 
And by th' unearthly thoughts that on thee wait : 
Descend^ and touch my heart with thine own fire. 
And nerve my trembling fancy to aspire 
To the dread scenes that thou hast witnessed here ! 
Teach me, in li^guage sipiple and severe, 
(Such best may harmonize with ruder times) 
With place and circumstance of awful crimes. 
To paint th' awakening vision thou hast spread 
Before mine eyes— talQ of the mighty dead ! 
And let not modern polish throw the light 
Of living ray within thy vaults of night. 
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But give thy elder words^ whose sober glow^ 

Like to th' illumined gloom of thine own aisles. 
Touching the mind with more than light may show. 

Wakes highest rapture while it darkly smiles. 
Presumptuous wish ! Ah ! not to me are given 
Those antients keys, that ope the Poet's heaven. 
Golden and rustless ! Not to mb abe given ! 
But, if not mine the prize, not mine the crime 
Lightly to scorn them, nor the simple chime. 
Though tuneless oft, when to the scene more true 
Than flowing verse, bright with Castalian dew. 
L&e Ghredan goddess, placed in Saxon choir. 

Is the false union of the cadenoed rhime 
And measured sweetness of the tempered lyre 

With subjects darkened by the shroud of Time. 
As Gothic saint sleeping in Grecian hue 
Is ancient story, shrined in polished strain ; 
Truth views th' incongruous scene with stem £Eure- 

well. 
And startled Fancy weeps and breaks her spell. 
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CANTO I. 

THE ABB£Y. 

I. 
Know ye that pale and ancient choir^ 
Whose Norman tower lifita it's pinnacled spire ? 
Where the long Abbey-aisle extends 
And battled roof o'er roof ascends ; 
Ck>mered with buttresses^ shapely and small. 
That sheltered the Saint in canopied stall ; 
And, lightened with hanging turrets £Eur, 
That so proudly their dental coronals wear. 
They blend with a holy, a warlike air ; 
While they guard the Martyr's tomb beneath. 
And patient warriors, laid in death ? 

11. 
Know ye that transept's fieur-stretched line. 
Where stately turrets, more slenderly fine. 
Each with a battlement round it's brow. 
Win the uplifted eye below ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



94 THE ABBEY. 

How lovely peers the soft blue sky 

Through their small double arch on high ! 

Deepening the darkness of it's shade> 

And seeming holier peace to spread. 

More grandly those turrets, mossed and hoar. 

Upon the crimson evening soar. 

Yet lovelier far their forms appear 

When they lift their heads in the moonlight air ; 

And softening beams of languid white 

Tip their shadowy crowns with light. 

But most holy their look, when a fleecy cloud 

O'er them throws it's trembling shroud. 

Then palely thinly dies away. 

And leaves them to the full bright ray. 

Thus Sorrow fleets from Resignation's smile ; 

The virtue lives—the suffering dies the while. 

III. 
And, as these moonlight-towers we trace, 
A living look, a saintly grace 
Beams o'er them, when we seem to hear 
The midnight-hymn breathe soft and clear. 
As from this choir of old it rose. 
Each hallowed thought they seem to own. 
Expressed by music's heavenly ton^ ; 
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And patient^ sad^ and pale and stilly 
As if resign'd to wait Time's will. 
Such choral swell and dying close 
Stole on the Abbot's hour of rest^ 
Like solemn air from spirit blest^ 
And shaped his vision of repose. 
The pious instinct of his soul. 
Not even slumber might control : 
Soon as he caught the distant lay> 
His gathering thoughts half woke to pray ; 
Celestial smile came o'er his brow. 
Though sealed in sleep the lid below ; 
And, when in silence died the strain. 

The lingering prayer ♦ 

His lips forbear. 
And deep his slumbers £edl again. 

IV. ^ 

Bold is this Abbey's front, and plain ; ' \ /; /^ ^ ' 

The walls no shrined saintT sustain/ - '' 

Nor tower, nor airy pinnet crown ; 

But broadly sweeps the Norpian arch ^ 
Where once in brightened shadow shone 

King Offa, on his pilgrim-march 
And proudly points the mouldered stone 
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96 THE ABBEY, 

// 1> ^ ^® high-vaalted porch beneath^ 

Where Norman beauty hangs a wreath 

Of simple elegance and grace ; 

Where slender oolamns guard the space 

On every side^ in clustered row, 
» The triple arch through arch disclose. 

And lightly o'er the vaulting throw 
The thwart-rib and the fretted rose. 

Beside this porch, on either hand, 

Giant buttresses darkly stand. 

And still their silent vanguard hold 

For bleeding Knights, laid here of old ; 

And* Mercian Offa and his Queen 
• The portal's guard and grace are seen. 

This western front shows various style. 

Less ancient than the central pile. 

No furrows deep upon its brow 

The frown of seven stern centuries show ; 

Yet the sad grandeur of the whole 

Gives it such a look of soul. 

That, when upon it's silent walls 

The silvered grey of moonlight fsdls, 

* The busts of Offa and his Queen are at the springs of 
the arch of the great porch. 
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And tlie fixed image dim appears^ 
It seems some sliade of parted years 
Left watching o'er the mouldering dead;' 
Who here for pious Henry bledj 

And here> beneath the wide-stretched ground 

Of nave> of choir^ of chapels round> 
For ever— erer, rest the head. 

T. 

Now know ye this pale and ancient Choir, 

Where the massy tower lifts a slender spire ? 

Here forty abbots have ruled^and one, '/L^ ■■' '^ 

Twenty with pall and mitre on. 

And bowed them to the Pope alone. 

Their hundred monks^ in bkdi; arrayed. 

The Benedictine rules obeyed ; 

O'er distant lands they held their swayj 

Freed from Peter's-pence were they ; - '^ ' ^ , 

The gift of palle from Pope they claimed. 

And Cardinal- Abbots were th^ named ; 

And even old Canterbury's lord 

Was long refused the premier board ; 

For this was the first British Martyr^s bier, 

And the Pope said " His priest shall have no peer :" 

Now know ye St. Alban's bones rest here. 

VOL. III. F 
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98 THE ABBET. 

VR 

/ J? Kings and heroes here were guests 

' In stately halls^ at solemn feasts. 
." -^w But now^ nor dais^ nor halls remain ; 

Nor fretted window's gorgeous pane 

Twilight illuminated throws 

Where once the high-senred banquet rose« 

VII. 

No fragment of a roof remains 
To echo back their wassail strains ; 
But the long aisles^ whoscf holy gloom 
Still mourns and veils the martyr's tomb. 
The broad grey tower, the turrets wide. 
Scattered o'er tower and transept, guide 
The distant traveller to their throne, 
Where they h%fa-seated watch alone. 
And seem^ with aspect sad, to tell. 

That they of all their Abbey*s power 
Remain to point, where heroes feD, 

And monarch met his evil hour. 
And guileless, meek, and pious, bowed 
To doubtful right's victorious crowd* 
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THE ABBEY. 99 

viii. 
Now, if this cloister, fellen and gone. 
Ye fein would view, as once it shone, / 
Pace ye, with reverend step, I pray. 
The grass-grown and forgotten way. 
While murmurs l ow the ^\ f^] wind. 
Winning to peace the meeken'd mind ; ^ 

And Evening, in her solemn stole. 
With stillness o'er those, woods afar. 
Leads in blue shade her brightening star, 

As spreads the slow gloom trom the pole, 
And these old towers their watch more awful keep, - 
(Where once the Curfew spoke with solemn rule) 
And the &int hills and all the valley sleep 
In m*isty grey beneath the '' dewy cool." 
Yet, if a worldly heart ye wear. 
These visioned-shades forbear — ^forbear ! * 
To thee no dim-seen halls may gleam, v 

For thee no hallowed tapers beam 
On the pale visage through the gloom 
Bending in prayer by shrine, or tomb. 
Turn thou thy wearied step away ; 
6e thou where dance and song are gay, 
p 2 
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Or where the sun is flaming high, 

And leave the?e. scenea.to Evening's sigh. 

IX. 

But ye, with measured step and dow. 
Whose smile is shaded soft with woe ; 
And ye, who holy joy can know^ 
The glow beyond all other glow,— 
Ye, whose high spirit dares to dwell 
Beyond the reach of earthly spell* 
• And tread upon the dizzy verge 
Of' unknown worlds ; or downward urge. 
Through ages dim, your steadfast sight. 
And trace their shapes of shadowed light, 
O come " with meek submitted thought," 
With lifted eye, by Rapture taught. 
And o'er your head the gloom shall rise 
Of monkish chambers, still and wide. 
As once they stood; and to your eyes 
Group after group shall slowly glide. 
And here again their duties ply. 
As they were wont, long ages by. 
, The twilight broods not yet so deep. 
But we may trace where now they sleep 
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Beneath the sullen tnrf^ aloof> 
And where each solCTan chftmber's rodf 
Drew it's strong vaulting o*eri^cdr fra]noB> 
But urged on human |fraiie no tlaims. 
Nor always bore their living niinies. 

X. 

On yonder brow^ that frants the We^> 
Where glimmering beams in stiUness fi&at, 
Once rose the Abbot's HaU of Right, 

That wont to view Ver's Mream beloir 
And shallow yalldy lirestward go ^ 

To farthest hills, that owned his might ; 
And from those f a|*diest hills were teen. 
Through oaken bpughs of stretchhiggreeta. 
The fretted window of that hdl. 
The pinnacle, that crowned it's wall. 
And seemed to watch it's portal grey. 
With crimson light tinged by the setfiil^lray. 

XI. 

Thus rose the Abbof s vaulted Hall, 

Where he, in virtue of the palle. 

Spoke doom to fl3l his vassal thrdflg ; / / / ^ ^ < / ' 

For life and death were on his tongue. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



10« THK ABBXY/ f 

And scarce less ready to fulfill 

His worldly^ than bis better will^ 

Were peasant^ varasoor^ and knight. 

From London's wall to Beechwood's height. 

H is weighty robe of velvet fold 

Was 'broidered round, and clasped with gold. 
A Prior helped his office to sustain, 

A hundred monks did dignify his reign. 
Pale were they and dosely shom^ 
Heedless they were of human scorn 
And arts that wait on human pride ; 
In patience each with other vied. 
'Mong such had Matthew Paris stood. 
Pious, learned^ wise and good. 
Though shrouded in a bigot^s hood. 

XII. 

Here, where the deeper shadows fall, - 

Once echoed o'er the paved hall 

The weary step and staff of him, I 

Who, at this lonely hour and ^m, I 

The last chill hour of eventide, | 

Had heard from yonder bleak hill side^ f 
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Where once stood Roman Verulam^ 
Faint o'er the wintry waters come 
The bell of Compline^ chiming slow 

From forth this Abbey's unseen tower. 
And spied, amid the shades below. 

The hearth-blaze in the stranger's bower ; 
For here the Pilgrim's Lodge arose, ^/^ ' ('- f /^ k) 

Whose porch and hall and parlour warm 
And well-dosed chambers of repose 

Received him from the rushing storm. 

XIII. 

And, when he reached the cheering blaze. 
How sweet to think upon those ways. 
As the shrill wind and sleety rain 
Against the casements strove in* vain. 
But crowding thoughts soon chased repose, 
And nigh to sacred rapture rose. 
As now he knew himself so near 
The object of his long career. 
And, safely placed, where all around 
Was ancient, consecrated ground ; 

The precinct sought o'er sea and shore, — 
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The grave of Jiim^ wko»e fiafiBiings o'er 
Hadnowtheirgkwiouatriumphfomid! ^^jT 

«v. j^ ^-^ ^ 5 

^ There the Seriptwiuxn. spread it's glix)xa« ^ 
To dead and livings like one tomb ; 
The living there like dead n\ight show^ 
So mutely sat they^ ranged in row ; 
Scarce seen to move^ Ibom hour to hour. 

Copying the written folio rare^ 
Or tracing bird>^or Qwious flower^ 
Round blessed Mary in her bower, 

In splendid gold and ooIquks iair, * 

On missal leaf^ with painful ^eare. 
Or portraiture of Donor gQod^ 
That^ closely kept.aod seldom^viewed. 
Still fresh and ^orious should be 
For century following ^century. 

XV. 

Others there were^ who volumes ;bo(g^ 
In silk^ or velv^t> 'broidereid ^ojuiid 
And 'bossed with gold and, gems of .price, - 
Enclasped with emerald palm4eaf < tteioe. 
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On the liigh window near would shine^ ^ 
Tranaparent, thett i ettrt rik l Unte «. 
Of him^ who once htfd WMI^liC M0#> 

With patient hand ttul «u«Mt blMT ; 
Him, wlioee small pencil tini8i0nMa«d // C "-0 jl r 

In hook of GoLDSK RxciAil) tMe, 
The image and the nohle mfaid, 

And thanks to h^n^AuMtiEr dlic 
There shadowed KiHga ttod J^S^Mi^m, 

In crowned pomp, «r sweepii^piJIe, 
Like spectres o'er some wiiBttrd's (^aSB. 

There, as the lifted pages ft^. 
They rise to view and disappear. 
As year steals silent after year, 

Till^MM the Uabk leaf, tamed o^er all ! 
Even o'er him, while heite he wrouf^t * 
On the dull page the livii^ thon^t. - 
In after-time were here impr«Med 

Those wondrous oharaeters (MmUned^ 
That stamp upon the paper vest 

At once, the image of the mind. 
The second Abbey this in all the land. 
That stretched to learning a preserving band. 
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xyi. 
Her e cloist er* walks, i^jpacii^tts square. 
Showed sacred siory, painted. £edr, . 
^ . cS And portraiture of. famous, men,- 

" >U*^'''^ ^^^ seemed to lire and speak again, . 
'* "^ ' In golden maxims .from the walls. 

Nobly these cloisters ranged aloqg ■ 
By chapels, chambers, courts and halls,. * 

Dividing from the coWled throng. 
As with a dim and pillared aisle, 
'\ j.y ' ^ The Pojal lodging's Stately pile. 

j There the Queen's parlour, and her bower, 
* Hung o'er the sunny southern glade ; * 

And here the place of monarch-power 

Gleamed through the Abbey's farther shade. 
The foliaged arch, the well-carved door 
Of chamber, hung from vault to floor - 
With storied scene, or^cloth of gold, . 
Or "broidered velvet's purple fold. 
Rose beauteous to the ta^te; of yore. 
And slender shafts, entwined with flowers. 
Lifted their high o'er-arching bowjers, . 
Traced forth with mimic skill so true, . 
Kings seemed their Windsor's ^groves to view. 
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XVII. 

The high-carved chimney's canopy 
Spread broad o'er half a blazing tree. 
With pinnacle and mitre wrought 
And shielded arms of Mercia's court, 
Three royal crowns ; and blazonry , 

Of many an abbot lying near 

In choir, or cloister, on his bier. 
High in the midst a mar ble fer m 

Stood in it's tabernacle shade. 
Pale as the gleam of April storm ; 

Oft was the passing monk afraid ; 
So sternly watched the downcast eye ! 
Yet hardly might such monk know why. 
On the brow a kingly crown it wore. 
In it's hand a Mercian sceptre bore ; 
' Twas Offa stood there on his fretted throne. 
Whom these holy walls .for their f ounder own . 
Who Charlemagne for foe and friend had known. 
And in that chamber, not in vain. 
With mullions light and roial pane. 
Rose th' oriel window's triple arch. 
That pictured forth the solemn march 
Of OfTa, with his pilgrim train. 
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JDVIU. 

Within these walk diere was oiie>808ae» 

Where wo rldly lost tjBg weiedisonssed ; 
It was the Fiiat^s^^^^ier^jpiffigi ; 

There ruled he^ by the Abbet's trust. 
For not amid the neise of men. 
Disturbed by their liEuniUBr ben. 
Dwelt the Lord Abbot ; his leeess , > . ,. 7- 

Was little easy of access ; xs d * /* 

No ; by the southern transept rose ^^^ ^^""^ 

(The shelves witb-fftore of learning frai^t) 
^ His Lodge and Cloister of repose. 

His bower, where all apart he sought. 
From eonvent-state and homage free. 
Leisure and learned dignity. 

XIX. 

Lost now that Study's fSeuther shade. 

Whose peace no stray step might invade. 

Nor any sound of breathing life, 

Steve when the Choir, in &int, sweet strife 

Of voice and citole offering 

Praise, such as Angel-bands might sing. 
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In lessening chonis^ on their waff, 

Ascending to Eternal Dfty« 

Were heard tvith joyfdl saittrmaring^ 

Their pnve^ hampviom sttwis iQibvi^- 

It's de^^ psrppectlin^ shad^ 16, goQo; . 

That l€4> where the ridi otielraboii9> 

Wliere goldengkom the, st ained fgg ^s shed 

O'er the lone Abbot's bended :head> 

As, sitting in his ebon chair, 

Imlled by sweet harynomes afiu:. 

He mused oa death and life to oome. 

The dawn of peace beyond the tomb. 

Or called back years, tihat o'er ^his head had railed. 

And knew hiftiself for <wsu <waots tai^b ibvtoioi ! 

So still hitf form, so fisedhis look. 

As dwelt his pale egai^i o'^.lm book, "**• 

So true, so clearly migl^ yon tiaoe 

The lines of thought upon his faee. 

He seemed some shade, that lov>esio dwell 

Where late it's mortal substaBoe feU -^ 

To linger in the living^seene. 

Where erst it's cares, it's joys had been ; 

The while each shuddering sigh of air. 

That breathed upon the ivy near. 



OF 



THE ^ \ 

UKUVERSITY j 

•s^/. ' FO R N \ ^X''^ Digitized by GoOglC 



110 THE ABBEY. 

Passed o'er the Vision's patient head^ 
Like whisper of the spirit fled. 

XX. 

Far distant rose those walls upon the light/ 
The stately walls^ with tapestry ri chly di^ t^ 
Of th' Abbo t's Banaaet-^l^L where, as on throne^ 
'[. f^^^ U ( ^, He sat at the high dais, like prince, alone. 
Save when a Royal guest came here. 
Or Papal Legate claimed a chair. 
Here marble platforms, flight o'er flight. 

Slow rising through the long-lined view. 
Showed tables, spread at diflerent height. 
Where each for diflerent rank he knew. 
And, with pleased glance, adown the hall. 
Saw Bishops in their far-sought palle, 
|t. '^ The Abbey's noble Seneschal, 
Barons and Earls, in gold array. 
And warrior Knights, in barneys grey. 
/ . There was the Prior's delegated sway. 
The grave Archdeacon sat below. 
And th' hundred Monks, in row and row ; 
Not robed in dismal sable they 
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Upon a high and festal day^ 

But all in copes most costly and most gay. (// tf(/ /f {/> Qo 

There^ too^ the Abbey-Marshal shone^ 

And there^ beside the Abbot's throne^ 

Chaplain op Honour from the Pope, alone. 

XXI. 

Thus the Lord-Abbot, were he proud. 

Might muse upon the chequered crowd ; 

Nor always did his mind disdain 

The worldly honours, though so vain. 

His board with massive plate was laid. 

And rare inventions it displayed ; 
/ Each sewer-monk his homage paid 
j With bended knee and bowed head. 

And Latin verse, half sung, half said 

On every platform, as he rose 

Through the long hall to it's high dose. 

Where frankincense from golden urns 

Li light wreath.round the Abbot burns. 

The chaunted Latin grace was sung 

With pomp of instruments, that rung 

The arched roofs and screens among. 

And, when a Royal guest was there. 

The Abbot, rising from his chair. 
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Blessed^ with spread hands, theord»ediiaiit. 
While reverend stood -eadi princely go^fit. 
And far adown ike hall might see 
Knights; Bishopsy-Barls, en beaded knee. 

xxn. 
And when came np, at old Y iile-t idp> 

The boar's hea d, trimmed with glands ga]r> 

<»? ' • 

With shining holly's scarlet pride. 

And the sweet*scented rosemary, 
O ! then what merry oarob rung. 
What choferal kysjthe minstrels sung I 
Marching before it throng the hall. 
Led by the stately Seneschal. 
This was the joyous minstrelts cdl. 
In Leonine with English strung : 

" Caput Apri defero. 

• « • • 

" The boar's head in hand bnngl 
"^ With^garlanda gay and rosemary ; 
" I pray you, all sing mernly, 
'' Qui esiU in cmvivio." 
xxin. 
Then, every voice in chorus joined 
Of those who sat in festal row. 
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You might hare heard it 4fn iike<i^nAA^ 

Heard it o'er hills of dMekt'inow. 

Thence might Jie «een, in Tale* -below. 
Through windows of that Banqiiet>hall, 

The mighty YuM tGl wob -blasii^ clear. 
And the Yule-Tapess, huge* and tall. 

Lighting the roofs With timely oheer. 
But, ere a few brief hours wero'vped. 
The blaze was goae^-^the guests were fled. • 
And heavy was the Winter's sigh. 
As those lone walls it passed by. 

XXIV. 

Now, ere the Abbot's f eaat b^gan. 

Or yet appeared ihe erane and' swan. 

The solemn Carver, with his keen 

Knife, and well^nmed with mfiidnsridean, 

Soarf-wise athwart ihis shoulder plaead. 

And on each arm and Touaddns want, 

Came, led by Marshid, ta:die dais. 

There every trencher he Jissays, ><^,>"1 •!* -^ v 

O'er the Gbbjo* SjXiT.makesAfloKriahea, 

Touches eacb apoaajaod napldniifiib. 

Assaying whether ill indcrtfaeie. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



114 THE ABB£Y« 

£re he present it to bis lord^ 

Or offer it at the Rbwabdb. 

The Sewer^ half-kneeling on his wa]r> 

Of every dish receives assaye 

At the high boards as guard firom guile> 

The Marshal waiting by the while> 

And ancient carols rising slow 

From the young Choir and Monks below. 

And thus, as every course came on. 

These pomps an awful reverence won. 

XXV. 

Soon as the last high course was o'er. 
The Chaplain from the cupboard bore. 
With viands from the tables stored. 
The Alms-Dish to the Abbot's board, 
And ample loaf, and gave it thence. 
With due form and good countenance. 
That th' Almoner might it dispense. 
Next came the Cup-bearers; with wine. 
Malmsey and golden metheglin. 
With spice-cake and with wafers fine. 
This o'er, when sumaps all were drawn. 
And solemn grace again was sung. 
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Came gdden ewer and bason^ borne 
In state to the high board along^ 

XXVI. 

But^ at high tide, ere all was pastj 

Mar ched the h uge Wa ssail-bow l the last, ^^ '' ^*^i^< / / ^ / 

Obedient to the Abbot's call. 

Borne by the Steward of the hall ; 

The Marshal with his wand befwe 

And streamers gay and rosemary. 

And choral carols sounding o'er. 

'Twas set beside the father's dais. 

Where oft the Deacon, in his place. 

Who bearer of the grace-cup was. 

Filled high the cordial Hippocras 

From out that bowl of spicery, 

And served the Abbot, on his knee ; 

Then, sent around to every board 

This farewell-wassail, from his lord. . 

The Abbot, tasting of the wine,. 

Rose from his chair, in wonted sign 

The feast was o'er ; yet stood awhile. 

In cheerful converse with high guest. 

Who from the tables, round him pressed 
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Then^ witH a kind «nd gnicioufif slnile^ 

The wassail and the boa»d he blessed. 
Ere yet he left the gorgeous scene. 
And sought the tonnquil shade ^tMn. 
trryfii. 
' , /^ / ' L Here, wiiA proud grace, did WolseyM^Buad, 
Signing forth blesongs with his h«id. 
And oft the grace-cup had alle^tred 
To move among the ^villi]^ evowd. 
Grandeur sat on his steadfast foMiw, 
'Mid high Imagination's glo«r ; 
He seemed to feel himself the IomI 
Of all who sat beside hiaboovd. 
And, whether Peer, •or Psinee, ^r King, 
'T was meet to him they homage %ltkig ; 
And homage willed th^, obce iete fiidde 
Had genius, judgemttst, tottte, for g^de. 
Which held it in such ^e-vcntvol. 
Pride seemed sublimity Dif soul. 

-«3CV3ffT. 

Short while the AMiot did irepose. 

When he hodieft^tibe B«uqiiet>kiMdli , 
For soon, tdw»e<iiis ardbodxauMttber »lBe, 
Would other pageant-scenes disclose 
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On days of conveat fe^tiyftl. 
Here, on the Martyr's annual f^ast 
When Obits at his shrine had ceased*; .. 

When Give- Alb and the Dole were o'er-; y / A [ ( // / ' 
When Robin Hood had left his bower, ^ 

And in the Coaavent's siiaoioas court 

The morrice-daneers ceased their sport, .-^- w 

And on the rout was closed the Abbey*door ; y^ ^ * 

Then torch and taper, blazing dear jv^ V >^^^\ 

Within the Abbot's -eyeniog room, ^ ^J^- ^ 

Banished the heayy, wintry gloom .; \ 

And Mysteries were acted here. 
Then, Chronicle of Kixigs, pourtrayed 
From England's story, long g^ne by. 
In mimic garb and scene arrayed 
Awoke the brethren's solemn sigh ; 
Such as we breathe o'er these, our theme. 
Whelmed in the ever-passing stream. 

Here, too, the Minstrels' chaunted song /f 

Told of their sainted Alban's fate ; 
But, oft the measure wound along 
With tales of Chivalry's high state, ^ . . / 
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Of knights, of ladies and of love. 
Ambition's eagle, Beauty's dove. 
And many a lay of Hdy Land, 
Of Richard's and of Edward's band. 
The harpers, in the noble train 
Of Abbey guest, oft joined the strain ; 
And, as they woke with fire the lay. 
Or bade it's moving grief decay. 
Bach silent monk, with look attent, 
His head, unhooded, thoughtful, bent. 
Then might you watch,. inr^he stem eye. 
The busy, fretful passions die. 
Such as in gloom and loneness dwell, 
Onawing the bosom's vital cell. 
And spreading poison through the soul. 
That yields to their malign control. 

XXX. 

'Twas sweet the softened mind to trace 
Beaming upon time-hardened face. 

Won by still harmony to rest ; 
And all unconscious of the tear. 
That, stranger to such brow severe. 

Upon the closing eyelid pressed. 
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But sweeter 'twas to mark the smile 
Of the blind Minstrel o er the strings ; 

Darkness^ nor want, he knows the while. 
As wide the storied verse he flings ; 

For Music can all wants beguile. 

With bright perception chase his night. 

And can awake that glow of heart. 

Affection's dearest smiles impart ; 

For Mu sic is — ^the b ^d man's^ light ! 

The beam, that does to mental ray 

Image and sentiment display. 

The world of passion, living thought. 

All that the iqjnd through sight ere sought. 

Then sigh not, that he dwells in night. 

For he hath Music for his light ! 

XXXI. 

This vaulted chamber once was lined 
With arras rich, where stood combined 
The story of Cologne's Three Kings, 
With other fftr-famed ancient things. 
Yiet oft, on solemn festival, 
A deeper tale spoke from the wall. 
Such as might aid the mimic show 
Enacted on the scene below ; 
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1 I ' ^ 6 h 7 ! Where the raised platfornii neaR the Bav, 



Served well for stage. That oriel g^y f 
Rose with light leaves andcokmuis taU^ 
/ Mid roial glass and fretwork small ; 
While tripod lamps from the coved roof 
Showed well each painted maak aloof». 
Lanfranc and Saxon Edward there* 
Watching the scene they once could share- 

XXXJI. 

That oriel shed bright inflaenoe 
And charm^ by its magnificence^ 
On all there told by eye> or tongue 
Morality^ or Mystery^ 
Or Founder's boon^ or History, 
y In fronts the velvet curtain^ flung 
In folds aside, not then for shade. 

Or shelter, as when winds invade. 
Made graceful ornament between 

The roof and the fictitious scene. 
How different from this festal grace. 
How fit it's blandishments to chase. 
Were the long vistas, ranging here 
Of the Great Cloister's pillared square. 
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XXXIJI. 

And wben could festal joy e'er vie 
With the calm rapture of the sigh 
Breathed in that Cloister's solemn shade. 
When the lone monk would muse and read. 
And meditate on ancient lore. 

Or view the warrior on his tomb. 
With raised hands seeming to implore 

Of Heaven a mitigated doom ? 
So shaded would such figure lie. 

Tall arches pointing o'er the head. 
That, though a window, placed on high, 

It's gleam through distant colours shed, — 
So dim would lie in shades below. 

That, whether living shape, or dead. 
The monk, who gazed, might hardly know* 

And 'often, at the midnight-watch, 
(The shrine-watch in the aisle beside) 

His ear attent low sound would catch, 
That stole along the tomb and died. 
As though he had some holy word 
In whisper from the marble heard ! 

VOL. III. G 
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Followed a stillness all profound ; 
Was it some^pirit from the iproond 
That breathed a spell of death around ? 
If the monk watched some little spaoe^ 
Life would seem trembling o'er the face ! 
The pallid stone would change it's hue^ 
And tremble to his doubting view ! 

XXXIV. 

Gone is that Cloister's shadowy walk^ 

Where the more aged would pace and talk^ 

Or^ resting in the well-carved nook, 
/ if •/ ■ 
}\ "4. Leisurely read the rare i^bnt book, 

' I Turning each page with reverend care. 

Th' illuminator's work to spare ; 

Or tell some legend of a saint. 

Or allegory, little wortb^ 

Of monkish virtues pictfised forth 

y »V In leonine^ of Latin quaint. 

/ Whate'er it were, 'twas fine repose. 

In cloister-shade, at evening close. 

To lean along that oaken seat, 

And, all enwrapt in quiet gloom. 
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Hear the still Vesper, rising sweet 

From sainted Oswyn's shrine and tomb, x/^^T^ p / C^ 
Or Obit from the chantry near 

Of the good Abbot Delamere, ^.. /• 

Swell faint and die upon the ear. 

And solemn 'twas and sweet, the while. 

To mark upon some distant aisle. 

Seen through deep arch of transept-door^ 

The streaming torch-light break the shade. 

Strike the tall arches over head. 
Or, slanting low that long aisle o'er. 
Show, some dim sepulchre before. 
The lonely, duteous mourner there. 
Kneeling and veiled in watch of prayer. 

XXXV. 

There, ranged around in silent guard. 
Seventeen kings yet watch and ward 

The good Duke Humphrey's mouldering form, •*- - - />- 

Here rescued from the earthly storm. 
Raised by a rival — now a worm ! 
And, when the midnight chaunts were still. 
Strange sounds the vault below would fill. 
G 2 
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A ghastly shade^ with mitred head^ 
Has stalked^ that lonely tomb around^ 
And knelt upon the honoured ground> 
With hands upon its white palle spread^ 
In seeming prayer and penance lost ; 
'Twas guessed this was a murderer's ghosts 
Condemned to wander round the grave 
Of him^ whom kindness could not save. 
There were^ who in that shade could see 
(Or 'twas the moonbeam's mockery) 
Beaufort of cruel memory ! 
Such look as dying he had shown^ 
When hope of Heaven he did not own. 
And Horror stared beside his bed ; 
Such grisly look this visage had. 

XXVI. 

And^ at such hour^ was sometimes seen^ 
Veiled in thin shadowy weeds of woe. 

The image of a stately Queen, 
Near the cold marble pacing slow. 

The crown upon her hair gleamed faint. 

And more of heroine than saint 
Was drawn upon her lofty brow. 
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The proud^ heroic graces there^ 
•The grandeur of her step and air> 
No softer charms of pity share. 
Alas ! that such commanding mind 
Were not with truth and mercy joined ! 
Now, were her look, her eye of lire. 
That once could warlike bands inspire, 
Dimmed with the tear of vain remorse : 
Far less had been a kingdom's loss. 
Than loss of holy innocence ; 
So said her fixed and anguished countenance. 

XXXYII. 

But Margaret's moan, nor Beaufort's word. 
Was heard at Vesper's hallowed hour 
To musing monk, in cloister-bower ; 

Pious sounds alone he heard. 

And listened oft, with saintly smile. 

When Autumn's gale swept o'er the aisle. 

And bore the swelling hymn away 

Up to the realms of heavenly day ! 

But, when the fitful gust was gone. 

Rose that strain with a sweeter tone ; 

The hymn of Peace it seemed to be — 

Her hushed and meekest minstrelsy^ 
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Her welcome to the Just, when free 

From this short world of misery. 

The monk, who listened^ many a still tear shed. 

By trembling Hope and blessed Pity fed ; 

The listener's self how 80<m among the dead ! 

XXXYIII. 

But ""f'li th'^'^^^iy^g "^^''^ «"°y tell 
■ Tiiin^^][^|j|^y'y| aivifini; "118111 ihnTf known ! 
When London tolled the Plaeftfl!!8 death-bell. 

Justice here held her courts alene ; 

Here, in this nave, was placed her throne. 
An earlier age showed scenes more dread. 
For shrines -and t<Hnbs around were spread 
With bleeding knights and nobles dead. 
Next age, the latter Henry's bands 

Each consecrated altar spoiled. 
Seized on the Abbey's am|de lands. 

And recklessly for plunder toiled. 
Then, nearer to the living day. 
Here other spoilers bore the sway. 
Who, feigning Reason for their guide, 
](ndulged an impieus, bigot pride. 
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All arrogant in their chicane^ 

They dared these reverend walls profime. 

Then Cromwell' s bands on grave-stones lay. 

And storied brasses tore away ; 

The scolptured marble tombs defaced 

Of those, who, nameless, deep below ; 
That the tall arch, with web* work traced 
That shadowed form of Prophet graced. 

Was shattered by their impious blow. 

XXXIX. 

Of all this Abbey's ample boHnd 
One outer arch alone is founds 
To mark the Convent's sl&tely port, 
The entrance of the western ooujt. 
Breath whose arch have passed the trains 
Of JJtJT^gfl aufiflpeding Kings, when strains 
From trump fuid clarion, as from lort. 
Have shook the massy wadls aroimd. 
And startled with the warzior-soand 
The penanced moikk, in distant cell, 
(He had his long beads twice to tell. 
Nor knew what form he muttered then,)-— 
While forth, to meet their Sorereign, 
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The Abbot and his convent paced^ 

With time-worn banners, ranged in haste. 

XL. 

Then from the convent-hall within 

Faint might be heard the joyous din 

Of minstrel-harp and choral voice. 

That for the royal-guest rejoice ; 

And then the painted window bright. 

Lighting, on high, the murky night. 

And showing portraiture of Saint> 

Kind signal to the Pilgrim feint ; 

But to the robber, in his cell 

Of giant-oak, it told too well. 

That richly-dight and jewelled guest 

Would late return to distant rest* , " 

The darkened vale and subject-town 

Viewed such bright vision with a frown. 

And murmured, that the tyrant knell 

Of iron Curfew should compel 

Their homes to sink in sudden night, 

When e'en the turret, whence it spoke. 

Insulting those who owned the yoke. 

Lifted it's brow, all ruddy bright. 

Flushed from the Abbey-Hall's strong light. 
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k 

ZLI. 

But^ though these 1igi|tjgj 1^^}]^ ^^^ gtntrj— 

And darkly stands that tower and lone. 

The sacred temple still endures ; (^/ ?. ^^"^ 

A truer worship it secures. 

And, though the gjggpous 4shryjes are o'er. 

And their pale watch-monks now no more ; 

Though torch, nor voice, from chantry-tomfe. 

Break, solemn, through the di^ant gloom ; 

Though pilgrim-trains no more ascend . 

Where far-«een arches dimly bend. 

And fix in awe th' admiring eye 

Upon the Martyr's cro^, on high. 

And watch upon his funeral-bed ; 

Nor h undred Monks, by Abhftt JiA 

Through aisle and choir, by tomb and shrine. 

Display the long-devolving line. 

To notes of solemn minstrelsy. 

And hymns, that o'er the vaulting die 

Yet, we here feel the inward peace. 

That in long-reverenced places dwells ; 
Our earthly cares here learn to cease ; 

The Future all the Past expels. 
q5 
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And stilly BO solemn £dls the shade^ 
Where once the weeping Pidaier pntyed. 
We feel^ as o'er tiie graves we treads 
His thrill of reverential dread. 

Thou silent Ghonr^ whose only sound 
Is whispering step o'er graves around^ 
Or echo famt from vanity mi high^ 
Of the poor redbreast's minstrehy> 
Who^ perched on some carved aiask of stone. 
By lofby gallery dim and lone. 
Sends sweet, short note, font sparely heard. 
That sounds e'en like the farewdl word 
Of some dear fpend, whose smile in vain 
We seek through tears to view again ! 
Thou holy shades-unearthly gloom ! 
That hoverest o'er the Martyr's tomb ; 
Ye awful vaults, whose aspect wears 
The ghastliness of pasted yesans ! 
The very look, the steadfast frown. 
That ye on ages past sent down. 
Strange, solemn, wofiderfial and dread. 
Pageant of living and of dead ;«— 
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Thou silent Choir ! thou holy shade ! 

Ye walls^ that guard the Martyr's head> "^ 

Meet agents are ye to inspire 

The lone enthusiast's thought of fire; 

High ministers of Alban's £Eune^ 

Ye are his tornb^ and breathe his name. 

And when, enthroned on field of war. 
This Abbey's walls are seen afiEur, 
l^hen it's old dark-drawn aisles extend 
Upon the light ;' and, bold and broad. 
The central t6wer is seen t' ascend. 
And sternly look their sovereign lord. 
We feel again such transports rise. 
As fixed that way-worn Palmer's eyes. 
When, gaining first the toilsome brow. 
Rose to his sight the Shrine below. 
When, as he caught it's aspect pale. 
He shouted '' Alban i Martyr ! hail !" 
And knelt and wept, and kissed the long-sought 
ground. 

END OF THE FIEST CANTO. 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE THE FIRST BATTLE. 

I. 
Amidst these old abodes of peace 

Did War his crimson banner rear. 
And bid the heavenly anthem cease^ 

While his stem trumpets rent the air P 
Here^ in each cloister^ hall and walk^ 

Where sandalled feet unheard went by. 
And voices low^ in reverend talk> 

Feared to disturb it's sanctity. 
Did here the Warrior's iron tread 
Shake the cold slumber of the dead. 
Gall murmurs from the vaultSv below 
And the long whispered sigh of woe ; 
Stalk o'er the helpless and the good. 
And print the hermit's vest with blood ? 



Digitized by'VjOOQlC 



NIGHT BEFOBE THE BATTLE. 139. 

Yes ; blood the hallowed pavement stained ; 
And blood the shrine of peace prophaned ! 
The ring of mail — ^the dash of steel 
Through choir and cloister sent their peal 
To chambers dim^ where Silence slept^ 
And pious men their sabbath kept^ 
Who^ long secure from sense of ill^ 
And well subdued in mind and will^ 

Pondered Futurity's high theme 

And this world's strange aj(^d fleeting dream. 

II. 
O day of guilt and bleeding woe ! 

Year after year shall mourn in vain 
The countless illsj that from ye flow^ 
And hardly hope for peace again — 

The day^ when York and L ancas ter 

First loosed the tide of civil war ; 

When hostile brothers of the land 

Met face to face^ and hand to haud^ 

And sunk each other's lance beneath^ 

And breathed each other's dying breath I 
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in. 
The eve before that battle day, 
The camp of either army lay 
Beyond where now the straining sight 
Can reach from Alban's utmost height. 
'Twas leaning on this very tower. 
That Alban's Monks thatched hofor by hour. 
They, who lie dark in death below 
Yon fiedlen walls, in silent row 
Grazed, as yon gaxe, from this high brow. 
The cowl and helmet, side by side. 
Watched from this height the bann««d pride. 
And marked the gathering storm of war 
Hang dark o'er all those hills afur; 
And, in dread stiUness of the soul. 
Heard the low, threatening thnnder roll. 
That soon would, in it's dondy course, 
Burst round their walls with ligfatmng-force. 

IV. 

Camped o'er thqse green and northern lands. 
There lay Duke Richard's way-worn bands ; 
The pale rose on their ensigns stood. ^ 
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Sonthwi^d^ whene bov the dear smi shineB, 
Watched Royal Henry's wamox-lines^ 
Surmounted .With the rose ixf bhiod. 
His vanguard iay teneath these hails^ 
And round St. Ste^wn's neighboiixiiig walls. 
To Cashio's vale his centre spread. 
Where the King pressed a thorny bed. 
His legions stretched toward Stanmore^l brow - 

And Harrow's lofty sanctuary^. 
Whose spiry top you just may know^ 
Crowned with many a statdy tre^ 
Where now the gleam iftUs fleetingly. 
The lights and shades of Fortune's power / 
Fell not as Nature's at this hour. 
Her storm frowned on the southern soeae ; 
Her smile shone o'er yon flowery green. 
Those distant downs> now dim and grey. 
Those misty woods received her ray. 

V. 

While the Monks from tins battlement \ 
Their glance o'er the wide prospect sent, \ 
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They watched the western sun go down 
'Mid clouds of amber^ edged with gold^ 
That did their splendid wings unfold^ 
And seemed to wait around his throne. 
A monk, who marked them^ dared foretell^ 
That gentle Peace would here still dwell ; 
But the bold guess and flattering ray 
Sunk alike in gloom away. 
One crimson streak of parted day 
Lingered where Henry's army lay ; 
Till o'er it spread the night's dark hue> 
That veiled awhile each camp from view. 

VI. 

Then, gradual, through the deepening gloom. 

Torch and signal-fired relume 

The war-lines on the hills and deUs, 

Leaving wide shadowy intervals ; 

Yet marking to the distant eye 

How broad and close those camp-lines lie : 

Gleaming as does the Ocean's bed. 

When sun has set in stormy red^ 

And surge on surge rolls crested bright. 

Beneath the glance of parting light. 
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VII. 

The other camp^ of smaller force. 
Concealed it's boundary by the course 
Of heights^ save where one hill retired ; 
There was the dusk with redness fired 
By casual watch-torch through the gloom ; 
And there lay Yobk^ like hidden doom^ 
Waiting to send forth nameless woes. 
High o'er that hill the blaze uprose 
Upon the darkly-sullen sky> 
Here reddening on a livid cloudy 
There glancing like the fancied crowds 
That ride the northern lights on high. 
Duke Richard watched upon this hill^ 
While his camp-field was dark and still ; 
But that a guard-fire^ here and there^ 
Lifted it's lonely fitful glare^ 
Where steeds and warriors lay around 

In harness for the battle-day^ 
Half-slumbering to the frequent sound 
Of steps and weapons on the ground^ 

Preparing for the morrow's fray. 
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His scouts near Henry's army 'strolled^ 
And to his gathered Council told 
Where lay it's weakness^ where it's hold. 
But Henby^ trusting to his force> 
Scorned such dark cares and secret course. 

VIII. 

So near the outer posts approached^ 
That each on each at times encroac^'d^ 
And speech of taunts or civil cheer^ 
Mixed with the clink of harnes8<^ar> 
Was heard ; and each might view the flare 
From Alban's topmost round in air. 
That made the tower, in lurid gloom, 
A more gigantic port assume. 
And, silent, on the rocky steep 
Their watch o'er hill and valley keep. 
Each^ too, might see dim forms on high, 
GUde, where the beacon touched the sky : 
For there it's flame of sullen red 
Flashed on a cowled monk's sable head. 
Glanced on the Abbey-knight beside. 
And showed his plumy crest of pride. 
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On the night-breeses dancing gay^ 
As though in son and ohivahT^. 

That monk and kni^t> with steady gaze^ 

Watched where the far-off signals blaze^ . ' /\'f^,-' 

O'er many a ridge of wood and down^ ' / 

From heath and camp^ from tower and town ; 

From ancient Hadley's cresset-flame^. 

That peered o'er hills^ an eastern star^ x 
(The beacon-turret still the same) 

Bearing this sign of iron war 
To Cashio's dose-surrounded vale 
And Gkirhambury's turrets pale^ ~ -^ 

And nameless lands^ in shade unknown. • 
The nearer scene they looked upon^^ 
Olimmer'd in varjring shade and lights 
Thrown from the Abbey's beacon bright. 

X. 

It gleamed on stately bowers bdiow^ 
Tinged porch and transept's dusky brow> 
Olared on broad courts and humble cell> • 

Glanced on the crystal Oriels 
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And cast deep shadow on the ground 
From gates and turrets ranged around. 
There^ Abbey Lance-men slowly paced> 
Where scarce the portal-arch was traced^ 
As flashed the blaze along the air^ 
And quivered on each Warrior's spear ; 
Long^ shaded walks it showed^ that led 
Where cloister-plat and gardens spread^ 
And monksj wrapt close in sable weed. 
Passed to an d^o. witl^ fe^r fiil speed. 
The gloomy light was thrown so far. 
It reddened dark St. Michael's brow. 
Frowning on Roman foss below. 
And tinged the bridge and streams of Ver. 

XI. 

St. Alban's town, with wakeful eyes. 
Viewed the red beacon sink and rise. 
And, sought to spell each signal sent 
To good King Henry's distant tent. 
And, while they gazed, the changing glare. 
Broad on each roof and lattice-bar. 
Showed every visage watching there 
For tiding of the threatened war. 
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Upon Queen ElTen's pile of state, . 

That crowned the town and mourned her fate. 

The trembling gleam touched shrine and saint 

With light and shade, so finely faint. 

The form beneath each canopy 

Appeared to lean so patiently. 

As if it bent o'er the loved bier. 

That, once for short time placed here. 

Had made the spot to Edward dear. 

And listened, while the Requiem's flow 

Shed stillness o'er the mourner's woe. 

XII. 

Patient upon the Abbey- Tower, 

From Vesper to the Matin hour. 

The knight and monk the first watch kept. 

While few beneath their vigil slept. 

Later, within the turret-head. 

The monk from the chill night-wind fled; 

But never fronvthat platform's height 

Strayed the due footstep of the knight. 

With patient eye and measured pace^ 

He turned upon the narrow space. 
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And listened each imperfect sound. 
That rose £rom camp, or road, around. 
Or n<Hse of preparation made 
Below in porch and arch-way shade. 
The massy bolts and ponderous bars 
Of studded gates, that, in old wars. 
Against the rebel townsmen closed. 
Had now so long in peace reposed. 
So long had been unmoved by hand. 
They now the Warder's might withstand. 
Often was heard the mingled din 
From clink of smith and v(»ce within. 
From footsteps heavy with the weight 
Of chest, that bore from shrines a freight. 
And altar-tombs, to secret hold 
Of jewels rich^^d cgp§ ftf gp lj ; 
Though yet was left some little show 
To check, if need, the plunderer's blow. 

xrri. 
And, when such busy sounds were o'er. 
That Abbey-kliight might hear once more 
From the still street, in echoing swell. 
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The watch-word of each sentinel 

Pass on it's far-extending range 

From post to post^ with ordered change^ 

Now low^ now sullen^ and now high^ 

" Health to the King !"— then " So say I." 

And sometimes^ too^ a distant drum. 

With stealthy murmur seemed to come> 

Then rolled away^ and sunk afior 

Where slept the thunder-doud of war. 

From roads was heard and doubted ground 

The watch-cry of patrob around^ 

Mingled^ at times> with one slow note> 

Swelled solemn £rom the comet's throaty 

And answered faint and £ainter stilly 

Like echo from the distant hill. 

And^ when such solemn sounds were past> 

When slumbered e'en the midnight blast. 

The due hymn from the choir below 

Through the high tower ascended slow^ 

While round the bands of Havock lay> 

Waiting but for the mom of May 

To light War^ Deaths and Treason to their prey. 
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XIV. 

The Knight sent frequent message down^ 

That all was stilly . 

No sign of ill 
Drew nearer to St. Alban's town. 
The while the Abbots in debate^ 
Sat with his officers of State> 
And Seneschal^ Judge of his Courts 
Discussing every new report 
And message^ sent from scouts afeur^ 
That told the visage of the war. 
Vainly for some they waited long. 
Perplexed Duke Richard's hosts among ; 
Others came^ horse on horse^ so fast. 
That every quarter-watch that passed^ 
Brought rumour fresh and wond'rous tale^ 
Bidding now hope, now fear, prevail. 
And still most wond'rous ever was the last. 

XV. 

The pious Abbot, Whetehampsted, 
Of learned men the learned head. 
Closed a late council, and withdrew^ 
Needful, though short repose to woo; 
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But still the Prior atid'S^nesclk^ 

Waited tlie'Wdt«t> tliat^ might' beM^ 

Ready^ if enemy appr(mdii 

For council at the Abbot V eovtoH: 

He, wakeful long and anxious still^ 

Lost not in sleep his siense of ill^ 

For then^ in slumbers^ touched \dth Slohro'w; 

He saw dim visions of the morrow^ 

Saw round those walls the battle Bleed'; 

Heard the fierce trumtp and neigh of steed ; 

Saw wounded Henry^ in the strife^ 

Borne down and {heading for his life^ 

And^ starting at the pite6U8 rieW^ 

He woke, with chill htow bathed in dew. 

xvr. 
That niglMf few monks their p^^ts pressed^ 
And scarce an eye was closed in rest ; 
Most were from slumber held'' away 
By terror of the coming day; 
Yet some there were, who; fond of change 
And slaves to envy; wished tor see^ 

VOL. III. H 
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The battle take it's direst range^ 
Though round their walls it chanced to be ; 

And some^ who> fired with worldly zeal^ 

Would £un, with casque and sword of steely 

Mingle in royal Henry's train ; 

And others Richard's plea maintain. 

But each^ by prudent council swayed^ 

Or policy^ their chief obeyed. 

The ordered chime wsus hourly rung ; 

Each mass was duly said and sung ; 

And, at each gate, though armed band ^ 

Obeyed an Abbey-knight's command^ 

And o'er the posterns had control, 
I Yet, at each station watched a cowl, 
I And still on tower, half hid in hood, 
I The pale Monk with the Warrior stood. 

t XVII. 

That Monk had heard the Vesper-bell 
Call every brother from his cell ; 
Had heard the beU of Compline sound. 
And followed every service round ; 
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And as he heard each chaunt ascend^ 
Silent and meek^ his head would bend ; 
. Eadi word th' accostomed mind supplied. 
That distance to his ear denied ; 
Though absent he, by painful need. 
He joined the prayer and dropped the bead. 
And oft, in silent orison. 
He prayed, that war might spare this town ; 
That all who dwelt within these walls 
Might duly own Religion's calls 
On the unknown to-morrow's night. 
Now trembling on his darkened sight. 
He prayed, too, that no blood-stained grave 
Might wait that watching Warrior brave. 
Whose spirit frank and free and kind 
Had calmed and cheered his boding mind. 

XVIII. 

Stall Jerome Trflrij ttt i^^bflfl'fl tftwftr, 
And thoughtful watched the solemnhovy^ 
All things lay wrapt in fearful gloom ; 
Time passed in silence toward the tomb. 
H 2 
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Nor watch-dog's \markr nor ^»|^8 HcigH, 
Nor pass-wordl wont the distant way ; 
Nor swept a hrceaft upoiL aboii^ 
Of the high leafy walks. beh>w. 
The holy hymn had sunk in peaee ; 
Now Nature's bceathings almost ceaa«. 
In the deep pause alone might eome 
The sullen, Altering pant of drum ; 
So £unt th* uneertttin sound in air. 
It seemed like pulse within tdie ea& 

He viewed the dawn steal o'er the wold> 
Paling each beacouf-fire afiir> 
Till^ waa and dim as twil%iit star^ 
The warning tale no more it told. 
On the green wsods tibat dewy light 
Shed sleepy hues all chill and white. 
That cold fresh ligbt, that tender green^ 
Dawning thi;oii(gh ali tibe lonely scenes 
A sweet and quiet, sadness, wore 
To palmer^ jou^eying ak snch hoiir 
Through the wild path of forest-bower^ 
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\yell suiting with his humbled mind. 
In holy grief to Hearoi aresigiied. 
If it recalled the long-past thought. 
It soothed to aai]|» die wee it bsouglit x 
Like touch of some i6ne hsaaaoiaj. 
To one endued with s]f«iparthy« 

With jnous tkenght «nd tranoed «ye, 

St. Alban's Monk, fvom tiwmt U§b, 

Beheld in 'sflent «rder vise 

Tint «#ter tint 'On ^ «a0teni ^kAm-i 

First, cold rays e^ed the &]glift%UaA«lxnmd; 

Then rose, tiien«ndber, changed the hue ; 
Then slowly pureed die soft doud. 

That stretdied -elong l^e ^ppeir Idue ; 
Where, hangiag Ver its ^mdewy ^throne. 
The star of Memmg watched «i(me i 
But soon more gorgeous tuots appear. 
And tell the nighty Sun Ss aear ; 
Till he looked J0y0a8 o'er yon Iumif^ 
While slumbering War lay stuetched Mew, 
Whose shrine ah^ll dying (tlieusands staan. 
Ere that gay jSun lopk up agajp I 
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XXI. 

War's grisly visage there was seen, 

Engarlanded with May's £air bads ; 
His couch — ^her meads of springing green. 

His canopy — ^her fresh-leaved woods ! 
Her fragrant airs around him breathe> 
Her mnsic soothes his dream beneath. 
But soon May's blooms their snows shall yield^ 

By hostile strode lowly laid ; 

And soon her young and lightsome shade 
Shall hide the blood-stained casque and shield. 
Now thrown in wilder'd flight away : 
And many a tortured wretch that day, 
'Scaped from the battle's mortal strife. 

To scenes of Nature's peace shall hie ; 
And, while all round is breathing life. 

Sink on some flowery bank and die I 

XXII» 

The Monk might* at this hour of dawn. 
Have traced each army £untly drawn. 
Through dewy veil, cm hills around ; 
And viewed St. Alban's glimmering bound 
AU rich with blooming orchard ground. 
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Where crowded roofs and turrets lay 
Obscurely on the brightening grey. 
How dark and still the Martyr's tower 

Stood on the reddening dawn on high ; 
How solemn was the look it wore. 
The peace of age and sanctity ! 
Till each dark line stood sharp and clear. 
On gold and crimson streaks of air. 
Flowing upon the early breeze. 
The Royal banner Warwick sees 
Wave homage to the rising beams ! 
And, while that banner lightly streams. 
With scornful eyes he viewed the town, 
" There will I rule ere sun go down I" 

XXIII. 

The Knight and Monk, who watched on high. 
Beheld these rising beams with joy ; 
And lost, with joy, the beacon's flame. 
For now relief of Warder came. 
Scarce would the warrior pause to tell. 
That all near Alban's wall was well ; 
Or change a word of what had been 
From his high station heard, ot seen. 
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And^ with tHe ^billmg hour €|)|ire^B«4» 
Jenmie, too> sought some WQleonve tf^, 
And left> exchanged^ a moqk ]l|d)ii]4> 
To shiver iin the laeezy wind* 
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THE BAY OF TffE FIJIST PATTLE. 

X. 

Thb day Had risen; the aoiig of Pi:^^ 
Swelled wh, as ceased ^e secoiid chupff ; 
When now was heard a disl;^t drmia 
Through the wood-lai|ds high to flome ; 
Andj fierce thougb faint> opfi trumpet-blast 
Hurrying upon the light wind p0i»ied. 
It was not fancy— 'twas not fe^r^ 
That caused those glittering helms ^ippwr. 
And triple-glance of marshaUed spear^ 
Upon the high wood's shadowy side ; 
'Tis there the barbed 0our8ers«ci4f^f^A/) ' 
h5 
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Andy mid the light-leaved shadows go 

The battle-axe and lance and bow ; 

And banners bright and pennons fair 

Bicker upon the fretful air. 

Now^ down St. Stephen's woody steep. 

The warlike bands due order keep^ 

Winding in glimpses to his eye 

Who watched from under hood, on high. 

And sadly lost all doubt, in fear ; 

While now the 'lamm-bell he rung. 

And now o'er battlement he hung. 

Viewing the lengthened train draw near ; 

" Ten thousand, — ^less there could not be ; 

Ten thousand of the enemy ;" 

And thousands yet he might not see ! 

II. 
His glad companion smiling heard 
The panic marvels of his word ; 
But all in vain he promised good, 
^^ // f/ Though , as they flashed from Julian's wood, 
/ The knight well knew those armed bands. 

And brandished high his gauntlet-hands. 
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And shouted welcomes on the gale> 

" Live — live King Henry — Henry hail !" 

And waved his banner on the wall> 

Urging the load> rejoicing call^ 

" Live— live King Henry — Henry hail !" 

Till his parched lips and utterance hih 

iir. 
And then was heard the various pacd 
Of young and old^ in toilsome race 
Up galleried wall and winding flighty 
Aiming to reach this topmost height. 
But soon th' embattled roofs below 
Proclaim^ that few may gain this brow 
For^ resting there in sable row^ 
Many a brother breathless stood 
With pointing hand and falling hood. 
Gazing upon the vision dread 
Of warlike force, that hither sped. 

IV. 

Now, loud King Henry's clarions sound. 
The many-trampling hoofs rebound. 
As, issuing from St. Stephen's shade 
JJpon the near and sunny glade. 
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Blasoned shields a|]4 helmet^ glwn> 
While light the red^xo^ banojers st^jefp ; 
And knights on barbed jcomsec^ bear 
Their monarch's standard thci^b the 4tir. 
And gentle Henry mi^t yo^ Mppw? 
Though harnessed do^ from |^p to tQe> 
Before him> hersddMTumpets sounds 
Proud chie£s and nobles press ^e( ^nn^; 
Andj where his ordered thou^an^s t^i^ 
Winding the woods and vale al(^K\g> 
Each bannered knight> as he dxje^ nigbi 

Was seen to lead his vassal^band^ 
With statelier march ai^d aspect high, 

Expressive of supreme command. 
Though courting kindly gesture fro^ bis Soyiereign's 
hand* 

V. 

Loud and more loud the trumpet;^ qall, * 
As they draw nigh St. Albajj^'s wall ; 
And other trumpets answer clear. 
And '^ Live King Henry !" rends (he air 
From every guarded barrier. 
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Straight^ at the sounds in 9f^e^ MpWj 
The thronging shield and hc^lmet ^> 
While busy knights thei^ men acriiy^ 
To line their Monai<4i'^ onyi^ju^ W9Jj 
The van-guard, thi^f, (^ je^^imik^j 
Watched here, u^^ Q/i. Al^'§ Mghl, 
Above, each roof a^d lattio^ shoffic^ 
A fearful and a cu^io^s cirowd. 
Though forced within their h^ipmf^ |t9 Mj^y, 
Hoping for glorious wonders, on ti^at day. 

VI. 

And now adown the str^eet appear* 
With better banners, high on air. 
The Martyr's sons in wondenng f^, 
With chaunted anthems, grave fuad 9me^} 

I Pacing their Sovereign Iffrd to na^et. 
The Abbot is not npw array^. 

As he was wont, to meet hi^ Jlord ; 
His brow no jewelled pomp jd^splay^ed^ 

Nor from his shoulders n^w flqats b^'o^d 
The scarlet cope, nor robe of gold^ 
Nor the rich velvet'9 shad<;ywy io^» 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



158 ST. alban's abbky. 

But he^ enwrapt in woeful weed. 

Suiting his habit to the tinie> 
In sorrowing penance seems to plead 

Forgiveness for some hidden crime. 
That threatened to draw judgment down 
Even on St. Alban's shrine and town. 
But pages hold his mourning train, 
As when arrayed in robe more vain, 
And all his officers of state 
In order due around him wait ; 
'While, marching on the crowded way. 
His Abbey-knights their band display. 

VII. 

Far down the steep of Holywell, 
The chaunted anthem rose and fell. 
Soon as was heard the solemn song. 
And seen the dark advancing throng ; 
That busy street, then closely pressed. 

With bow and pike and demi-lance. 
Where charger reared, where waved high crest. 

Was hushed, at once, as if in trance ; 
The crowd fell back, in order grave, 
Ere Abbot*8 guard the signal gave. 
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And^ as the Abbey-Choir went hy. 
In reverend row you there might see 
Each warrior on his bended knee^ 

With upward and beseeching eye. 

And thus^ through files of lance and spear^ 

The pious fathers^ without fear^ 

On to the southern barrier move 

Safe in due reverence and love. 

VIII. 

And now within the barrier wall 

St. Alban's sons await their King. 

And hark ! what nearer clarions ring ! 
What shouts around each turret call 
" King Henry live ! — King Henry live ! 
Every Saint a blessing give ; 
King Henry live ! — King Henry live ! 
Abbot and Prior blessings .give." 
Then burst the loud^ acclaiming voice 

From battlements and towers aloof^ 

From cottage-thatch and lordly roof. 
Of all^ who in due rule rejoice. 
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Then^ first from forth 4iiQ baxri^r^a^r/^ 
Deep and dark^ in aolenui iv^gJei^ 

The Herald- tru mp gjte oaj^; 
Their blazoned cgats and p ayeai^U arjf 
And ban ners bea m ngon ^hp eie» 
Like sndden blaze of witehery 

From depth of midnight gMK)^^* 
Behind> a pale and gleaming band^ 
As if by glance of nvwidight shonrii, 

Stalked^ in silence^ h^ by hf^dj, 
With threatening crest and visor'» inm^ ; 

The stately forms of men iinlav>iFP# 
In cold dead steel anatomized^ 
As in Death's very image 'g^ised. 

Following this heavy ihajrch .were seeib 
On the armed charger's stately tiheen. 
Many a Baron's youthful son^ 
B yjofty SoMEBgBT led on. 
With stately step his cpurs^ trod; 
His casque the British lion strode ; 
The triple plume was nodding by ; 
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Through the ba rred riso r nugh^t you spgr 
The warrior's dark and fiery eye^ 

Though not the mien his visage bnre. 
Proud was his air^ his stature h%h. 

Above his ringed mail h^ wore ^fv^^i^vup-/' 

Goat-armour^ blazoned bright with 4ffx ^ k/^^^f ^ 

Of princely birth and Henry> line, ^ 

And lyroidered with devices fair ; 

Portcullis-bars iujgold were there. ^c'/^'^ ^ / u 

Two Squires, beside his stirn^s^ be^ ' ^ 

His shield and itxe and new-^hod spn^. 
There marched in stajtely grace bfsi^oi]^ 

With trumpets th0tt high suiD;mb(ms gave. 

His Poursuivant, Portcullis griive, 
And Henchmen next, some demi*9CC(Kp. 
Fearless, he sought the battle-hpur ^ 
Here he beheld not castle^towe^. 
And well he knew the pr(qp;)iecy. 

That UNDSB CiUSTLS H£ i^USJ J>V^. 

Behind, as £Eur as eye might go. 
Paced barbed steeds and banners slovr. 
Till Henry's standard stooped below 
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The barrier-arcfa, and borne along 
^V "^'y ■ f T^^ ^ royal Banner Knights a throng; 
So h^vy was the ample fbld» 
That hardly could the knights unfold 
The crimson silk and blasoned gold. 
Again came Heralds, four abreast. 
With blazoned arms and yellow vest. 
Sounding their silver trumpets sweet. 
While silver drums before them beat. 
Followed a gorgeous stately train. 
Who scarcely might their coursers rein. 
Esquires and Yeomen, two and two. 
Accoutred at all points, most true ; 
Knights of the Body, brave and gay. 
Who ushered Henry on his way. 
While 'compassing, on all sides, came 
Chiefs and Nobles, high in fome. 

XII. 

Thronged lofty spears and shields around. 
Where the King's charger trod the ground. 
And, deep behind the barrier-arch. 
Plume behind plume^ in solemn march. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DAY OF THE FIB8T BATTLE. 166 

And eyes that seemed to frotm with £»te^ 
Upon their monarch's progress wait. 
*' Then gentle Henry might you know^ 
Though harnessed close from head to toe ;" 
For, though arrayed for warrior^deed. 
He sat not cheerly on his steed ; 
Though England's lion on his brow 
Claimed homage of a Nation's bow. 

xin. 
Soon as St. Alban's sons he spied 
He drew his rein^ and *' Halt !" %vas cried ; 
And when the reverend father kneeled^ 
He pressed his iron bearer down^ 
And would not let his visor frown^ 
But all his countenance revealed. 
And stretched his gradoas hand to raise 
The aged man with gentle praise. 
And when the blessed anthems pealed. 
He would himself have stept to eround. 
And with the Abbot, side by side^ 
Have yielded up all kingly pride. 
To pace the Martyr's tomb around. 
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But fiery Tudor near liim vode^ 
And instant cloae beside biai etiiade. 
And whisper'd somewhat to hit ear ; 
Which Henry, fiakeiing, seon'd to hew. 
And slow and sile&tlf obey. 
Yet, though his stately seat he kept, 

He bade the ft^ther lead the way ; 
And patient, as they itefit, he etept. 

Listening to their slow <cfaaanted lay. 
With due respect and b^ided hesd» 
While to^intf 4 the Abbey ^gaite l^ey led* 

On as that martini pfigftant Srerw, 

The Knight An w^-tdi would point to vdew. 
Each banner and eMi duef he hue v. 
" There rides 'the high NoirdiumberlaBd, 
Leading his hardy sorthiera band. 
The son of HoUpur, whose boM hand 
So oft the priae jof Fiotory won. 
There pass the Cliffords, sire and son ; 
And more of truly noble fire 
Ne'er glowed than in die hoary iaire ! 
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There Stafford goes ;. there. Buftku^aiiC; 

And fiery Tudor^ still, the saote^ 

Sir John de Grooby you mKf see, ^ 

With new-wem honoiuB rtda and hnsve ; 
Just knighted by King Henry he^ 

O may he 'scape aa eady grare ! 
Whate'er hisfaHe^ he cares notninr ;. 
The plume exults iqaien his htat^" 

XV. 

Now Clement flies ri^t speedily^ 

And> mounting on a turret-way^ 
Through narrow loop begiifs to spy. 

The varying struggle of. tiialf dgy ; 
For^ figured underneath bis eyd> 
While fearless he of spear and daattt 
h&j street and read> as on adiar^* 
Close looked this Stixon turaet down 
Upon the four waysof tbe tofwn. 
And on Queen Ellen's, shzine and green^ 
(The garden-plat akin« bcfewten) 
And, broad and straight^ tibe way tiien spread 
To old St. Peter'a towered head; 
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CUmng the far perspective there^ 
His battlements were drawn on air. 

XVI. 

Beiow^ the roads^ and streets, and green^ 

So crowded were with shield and pike. 
That scarcely was there room between 

For lance to poise, or sword to strike ; 
But the chief turmoil of the sc^ae 

Was on St. Peter's spacious waj. 
Where, in the centre of the green. 
King Henry and his knights were seen. 

Around his banner floating gay. 
'Twas planted for the battle-hour. 
With the fiill pomp of warlike power ; 
'Mid clarion's and trumpet's sound. 
And shouts, that rent the air &r round, 
Mfddng old Alban's shrines to shake. 
And tremble deep her crystal lake. 
On Peter's street that standard stood. 
Summoning hill and vale and v^ood. 
While the King's orders went, to keep 

The wards and barriers of the place 
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With Strong watch ; for^ near Alban's steep, 
• XSE!LE£!r ftd^^^uiced^ in quickened pace. — 

XYII. 

Advanced so faaty that^ when the King 
One moment at the shrine would spend. 
His chiefs arranged themselves in ring 
Around, and nrgi^d him to suspend 
His pious purpose^ till that day 
Were ended^ and that battle-fray. 
Meek Henry yielded with a sigh. 

And something like a frown 
Came darkening o'er his tearfbl eye ; 
But soon^ with patient look on high. 
It died in smile of piety^ 

Such as blest saint might own. 
Then^ turned he to the humble door 

Of Edmund Westby, th' Hundredor ; / /C^^ 4 ^ L^ 
There his head-quarters were prepared 
By those^ who with him more than shared 
His power; there he resolved to' wait 
Whate'er might be the battle's £ate. 
Or welcome peace, or lengthened hate. 
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Was now seen Richard's vapid march^ 

And signal given and 'krulnr ciil> 

Rang round about the Abfoes^* walL 

Now all are up on gallery-tower; 

To scan the enemy's dread pernor 

O'er the wide fields advanoiilg round 

From meadow-slopes^ where woods had been> 

But now no sign of oak is seeisf ; 

Archers and pikemen step the ground ; 

And down the glade^ that spreads below; 

Arrayed in many a gleaming rtyw; 

They stand beneath St. Alban's brow. 

But chiefly on the eastern side 

Key's Field displayed their bannered pride. 

There most St. Alban's feared theii* blow ; 

S t, Alba n's— ill p repared for t^t . 
Though thronged with arms and warriors bold ; 

For no broad bulwark seen far. 
Nor stretching rampart, proudly told" 
Defiance and a msghty holder 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DAY OF THE FIHSX BATTLE. 169 

But simple wall and barrier-gate 
Warded for old St. Alb^n's fete. 

XIX. 

Wide o'er the northern fields afer 

Still marched Duke Richard's lines of war^ 

Whose white-rose banners^ gathering nigh^ 

Gave silent signal to the eye 

Of more than he had dared to claim — 

Richard of York's yet secret aim. 

White blossoms in each cap were seen^ 

For unblown ro6e> the sweet may-tiiom. 
From banks of freshly-blushing green 

By gauntlet-fingers rudely tont^ 
And placed on high^ a smiling crests 
O'er brows by iron vizar pressed; 
Device, atonce> for the pals rose. 

And for the name that gave hiv sway. 
Who gaily on his warrior-brows 

Bore the bright bloom P]:iANT-a-08n^t. 

XX. 

The warders scanned the outspread force 
From tower and turret still in vain ; 

VOL. III. I 
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Richard of York^ in double course^ 
To shrouding woods extends his train : 

And who may guess what numbers there 

In silence wait and watchful ca^e> 
Ready the battle to sustain ? 

To inexperienced eyes, and fear. 

His hundreds, thousands^thjis appear. 
Now lost and seen in grove and field; 

While Henry's thousands cooped in 8treet> 

Seem but to threaten self-defeat. 
Incapable their strength to wield. 
xxr. 

Morning on day had &r adrancedi^ 

And not a spear in onset glanced ; 

But lingering messages were sent 
To Lancaster by York, the while. 
Who, trusting less in arms than guile. 

By aid of gold was still intent '^ 

S<»me captains of his foe to gain ; « 

His numbers might, he judged, be vain. 

Though the great Warwick ruled their course^ 

To grapple Henry's l<^al force^ 
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XXII. 

Unawed by sense of treachery^ 
Ricliard now dared, irreverently. 
To call on Alban, as liis saint. 
To hear him vouch his true intent — 
'' In verie knowledge of his trothe 
To witness to his loyal oatili. 
To honour Henry as his king. 
Should he to instant justice bring 
Those false suggesters of his will. 
Who wrought his kingdom only ill." 
Yet Henry's oath he would not take. 
That speedy justice should awake ; 
But, on the moment, made his daim 
That every noble he might name 
Should to his camp in fetters come. 
And there receive their final doom: 
This done, he would disperse his men. 
And bow to Henry's power again. 
But well he guessed such claim would wring 
Only defiance from the King. 
I 2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



172 ST. ALBAN^^S ABBEY. 

XXIII. 

? And this was Lancaster's reply> 
That rather than to him betray 
His fedthful servants, he, this day. 

Would for their sakes> fight— live or die ! 

And> though long pressed by " great disease" 
And heaviness of heart. 

He swore by sainted Edward's peace. 
He would not thence depart 

Till every traitor of that hour. 
Who should persist in strife. 

If placed by battle in his power. 
Should forfeit there his life. 

This while the virtuous Henry said, 

A tear of anxious grief he shed. 

XXIV. 

The mom was gone, noon nearly come. 
Yet was not heard the 'larum-^irum ; 
Still Richard held a d<mble course. 
And Henry stiU. restrained his foirve. 
Now, while full many a fearful eye 
From Alban's tower loo^ted eagerly. 
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And none knew what delayed the blow^ 
They marked again, in street below> , 
A white-rose Herald blindfold led. 
Where high the bannered rose of red 
Waved duteous o'er the monarch's brow. 
King Henry, ever duly slow 

To draw the desolating sword. 
Piteous and mindful of the woe. 

That might ensue from slighted word. 
Greeted the wily pari once more. 
And long the message pondered o'er ; 
For show of hope and peace it bore. 

XXV. 

And now a guileful sound of peace 

Swells fednt to those, who watch on high. 

Bidding their care and terror cease. 
But wherefore, to their straining eye. 

Yon shifting glance of helm and lance ? 

And why those sudden trumpet-sounds. 

Mingled with tremour of the drum. 

Gathering in loud and louder rounds. 

Like burst of gaunt and ravenous hounds ? 
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'Twad those without St. Alban's wall, 

Raising the treacherous onset-caU> 

While yet for peace their Herald treats 

And " Peace !" is shouted through tjhe streets^ 

And now St. Alhan's monks desoy 

A shower of arrows fietUing nigb 

To Key's Fields o'er that barrier-lane. 

Where the besiegers strive in vain 

To burst into the guarded town ; 
While doubling and redoubling come 
The trumpet's shriek and roll of drum^ 

And shouts that rage and havock own.^ 
xzn. 
In street below raged to and fra. 

In wild disprder^ men-at-arms ; 

And heralds sounding loud alarms; 
And knights^ dose braced from head to toe. 
Uncertain where to meet the foe ; 
Whom, though they heard^ they might not see 
For houses and for orchard-tree^ 
Till signal from St. Alban's tower 
Pointed where pressed the threatening power* 
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Then Somerset^ with brief command^ 
In order ranged each 'wildered band. 
The noblest and the bravest stood 
By the East barrier^ near the wood, 

That led to Sopewell's Priory> 

Where watched, in sad consistory. 
That fair and trembling sisterhood ; 
For thence the loudest turmoil came. 
But noble chiefs and knights of fame 
Crowded St. Peter's high broad way. 
Where their liege-lord. King Henry, lay. 

XXVII- 

And soon from other quarters blew 
Clarion and trump without the wailli ; 

But even on tower they had ^scant view 
Of those whose 'larum thus appals. 

Those sounds called every foot to dimb 

To battlement and tower sublime. 

Then not a brother stayed below. 

Whom age did not forbid to go ; 

Or who around the shrine kept ward ; ^ 
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Or some sad priest^ at Chantry-tomb, 
Saying long Obits in the gloom. 
Pale with expectance of his doom ; 
While, listening to dread sounds abroad, 
His station in the aisle denied 
To view the course of battle<-tide : 
And oft the blast in turret nigh 
Mocked his impatience with it's sigh. 
As if some whispering Mend drew near 
To share with him his half-told fear. 

XXVIII. 

Fiercer and fiercer rose the bray. 

Till, every shrine (save Alban's) left. 
The chantry of it's priest bereft. 
The silent dead forsaken lay. 
Even he, who, worn with last night's watch> 
Would fain some little slumber snatch, . 
Now startled by the trumpet's breath. 
Calling as with the voice of death. 
Uprose and sought the turret grey. 
That eastward o'er the Chancel lay. 
The strength of battle pressed that way. 
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This little watch-nook hung in air 
O'er the great window of the Shrine, 

Forming a canopy most fair 
For the carved cell and image fine. 

That knelt with upward aspect there — 

St. Clement, in his fretted cove. 

The namesake of the Monk above. 

This 'battled summit seemed his crown. 

Who had for ages knelt thereon. 

Seeming to feel with those below. 

Whose choral voices, murmuring slow 

Round those sad mansions of the dead. 

Would strive a saintly peace to shed. 

XXIX. 

While Clement thus his fears obeyed. 
And sought this barbican so high — 
This raven's nest so near the sky- 
More awfiil rose the battle cry ; 

Steel clashed, and trump and clarion brayed. 

It jseemed as though the deafening sound 

Rose straight below on Abbey-ground ; 

But distant was the place of war. 

Beyond the Eastern barrier, 
5 
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And partial seen^ by glimpse aloof^ 
O'er many a bigli and crowded roof; 
For thwart the Abbey stretched the way 
Of Holywell^ and screened the incy* 
Yet was Duke Richard's farther host 

In spreading shock of battle traced> 
By the near^ unseen, impulse tossed^ 

Like circles from a centre chaced^ 



/ 



And o'er this swaying of the stonny 

Incessant hissed the viewless forufc 

Of arrows^ shadowing the sap. 

Or lightning glance of hurled spear ; 

While keen> below^ the restless rays 

Of shield and casque and corslet blaze ; 

And Key's Field broad displayed the course 

Of Richard's and of Warwick's force. 

Neville of Salisbury fought near^ 

Unseen^ dose at the barrier ; 

But firm-set pike and arrowy shower 

Failed to make passage for his power ; 

For aged Clifford stemmed his wayj 

And scattering, as he went^ dismay^ 
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Fired joui^ and aged, knight and lord^ 
And erery hand that held a sword. 

XXXI. 

But whence the shouts so thrilling now ? 
Why do the townsmen^ on each roof. 

Rise earnestly, eren on the toe. 

And rashly hurry to and fro. 

As if on level ground they go. 
And mount the chimney-tops aloof. 

And bend far o'er the depth below ? 
Those ridgy roofis and chimneys tall. 

Crowded with heads, like leaves on tree. 
From Clement's anxious gaze hid all 

He climbed this lofty perch to see. 
But soon the arrows fell so near. 
The gazers shrunk below with fear. 
And left each summit-station dear ; 
He then, in safe and shrouded nook. 
Upon the place of war could look. 

XXXII. 

There yet a narrow Green is shown. 
That eastward runs behind the town — 
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The place where Richard pitched his tent ; 
Small part of the broad spaee> that went 
By name of Key's Field ; close it bent 
To Sopewell lane. The barrier nigh 
"Did long the enemy defy. 
The princely Somerset fought here ; 
And^ had his spirit e^r known fear. 
That fear it would not now hare owned. 
For here no fateful castle frowned ; 
And well he knew the prophecy, 
" That under castle he must die." 
While the stress lay round that barrier, 
(Clifford within and York without) 
So often swerved th' assailing rout. 
That Richard's overthrow seemed near ; 
But who 'gainst secret aid is sure ? 
What force 'gainst treachery may endure ? 

XXXIII. 

O'er beds of peaceful flowers he came. 
The Knightwhoflewjo Richard's need. 
With helm and shield on barbed steed ; 
Onward he pressed, at utmost speed. 
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Olared on his lance the red war«flame^ 

Knights and spearmen feust succeed. 
On full six hundred helms appeared 

His badge in gold or silver wrought— 
A rampant bear^ with staff uprear'd^ 
And this the boastful tdle it told— 

" He wins whom I uphold I" 
Fierce was the trumpet's blast— the war»cry burst ; 
" A Warwick ! a Warwick I Warwick is here !" 
In Holywell road he was the first 

Where valiant De Clifford kept barrier. 
Though grey his lodes in his cap of steely 

Yet a hero's fire glowed in his eye ; 
His spirit glowed for his country's weal ; 

'' In Henry's cause may I live or die !" 

XXXIV. 

'' My Lord De Clifford, Warwick's foe ! 

Warwick calls on you now to show. 

Why meet'st thou not the iulq&bd staff ? / 

The Bear would fiedn thy life-Uood quaff. 

Hast thou forgot thy daring taunt. 

That thou through life my steps would'st haunt } 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



182 ST. ALBAN^S ABBEY. 

My Lord De Clifford ! here am I^ 
Avouch thj boost, or it deny 1" 
Soon as his voice De Clifford heard. 
No halt made he for taunting word. 
But cheered the knighta of his command. 
And rushed to meet him hand to hand. 
Strong as Disdain his well-nenred arm. 
Loyal his heart, all true and warm, 
He sprang to meet his mighty foe ; 
" Who vainly boasts let this day show !" 
Where was his son at this dread hour, 
When Rage and Hatred o'er him lour ? 
He fights not in his father^s band; 
Afar he holds some high command. 
But numbers round De Clifford fought. 
Who Danger's vanmost heroes sought ; 
Whom zeal and reverence and pride 
Held dose embattled at his side. 

XXXV. 

When Clement from his post looked down 
Close on this quarter of the town. 
And viewed the fateful turmoil there, 
Scarce could his mounting spirit bear 
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To loiter here^ secure and free> 

While cries for doubtful victory 
Pierced to the very vault of air ; 
But monks below^ on battlement^ 
Who watched how the fierce contest went^ 
Of these^ scarce one but blessed the day 
When he to Abbey took his way. 
And bound himself to shun all battle->fray. 

XXXVI. 

Hark ! Warwick hath burst the barrier. 
And iu the surge of combat there. 
Which rolled not on, but to and fro. 
Alternate swayed for friend and foe. 
Each individual form was lost. 
So mingled was that mighty host. 
No eye might now De Clifford trace. 
Nor eager Warwick's lofky grace ; 
Yet knew where each the cohflict held 
By fall of horse and craish of shield. 
And oh ! what mingled sounds arose 

Above the trumpet's fiercest call ! 
The yell of havock — ^shrieking woe« 

Of matrons, from the latticed wall. 
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Watching unseen in houses nigh. 

Who view a son, or husband Mi, 
And under trampling charger lie. 
In deep, expiring agony ! 

XXXVII. 

Now arrows thickening in the air. 
With hiss incessant, shrill, and near. 
Warned from each open battlement 
The crowding monks that o'er it bent. 
But Clement, in his turret»cell. 
From evil hap was sheltered well ; 
Yet wounded was his sight bj flow 
Of human blood in streams below. 
Not so the raven's o'er his head, 
As mute he watched the slaughtered ; 

Unseen companion ! stem and sly. 
Waiting his banquet of the dead. 

Impatient while the dying die ! 
xxxvni. 
And now, behold the barrier-guard 

Pressed back into the rising street ; 

Where houses hide their slow retreat 
From Clement's view, though hitherward 
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The rage af war came nearer still ; 
For^ on this steeply-mounting hill 
The Ahhey stood, part screened bdow 
By wall and gate and ordbard-bough. 
And, while afar bold Warwick's force 
Beyond the barrier he ooold watch. 
Yet might our Clement sparely catch 
Glimpse of the nearer battle's course. 
At times o'er wall, or waving branch. 
Appeared high plume on helmed brow. 
Or iron hand upraised to launch 
The battle axe, 6r sabre blow; 
The threatened blow he well might see. 
But not it's fateful certainty ; 
A falling horseman he might spy. 
Or a freed charger passing by. 
Or warrior bleeding on the ground. 
Even just without the Abbey's round. 

XXXIX. 

The battle's strength still slowly pressed 

Up Holywell, on Warwick's side. 
When Clement from his secret nest 

Heard 'larums new and shoutings, wide ; 
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And looking northward^ whence their course. 

He marked a troop of Henry's horse 

Led on by Percy's self, at speed : 

They came at Clif^rd's utmost need. 

With fierce and threatening cries afar. 

And checked awhile the tide of war. 

'Twas Percy of Northumberland, 

Rode vanmost of the gallant band t 

And Buckingham and Stafford's earl 

I^ed where the crimson flags unfurl ; 

And many a knight and baroU bold. 

In battle and in honours old. 

And many a youth, who but that mom 

Had first his knightly emblems worn. 

XI/. 

To Clement it was dreadful sight. 
This press of noble chief and knight ; 
For now more deadly raged the fight* 
And here the place of war outspread. 
Showed him their armour streaming red. 
And almost every wound, that b}ed. 
And down the charger's panting side 
He marked the gushing slaughter-t^de ! 
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1x1 vain the shafirone guards his faoe> 

Or neck the mailed mainfaire shields^ 
Or breast-plate fills it's ample space ; 

Such garniture poor shelter yields^ 

XLI. 

King Henry's bravest warriors move^ 

Great Warwick's hardiness to prove, / . ' ' ) 

While, dosely urgeJl)y'fbeinan*s spear. 

The wounded coursers plunge and rear. 

With outspread nostrils raised in air. 

And fiery eyes, that shoot despair ; 

They trample back the crowd behind. 

Who, upward on the steep hill forced. 
Press other troops in street confined ; 

Then chargers fisdl, and men unhorsed 
O'er their own dead and dying go. 
Nor horror, nor even pity know. 
Conscious of nought but hate and strife. 
Reckless of quickly-ebbing life. 
Fighting on foot 'gainst horse and lance. 
Meeting in vain their foe's advance ; 
Tilly on the heaped and nameless dead. 
They reach their final gory bed. 
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XLII. 

Now other trumpets^ blown with might. 

North, East, and West, spoke triple fight ; 

But loudest strains swelled from the way 

Where their liege-lord. King Henry, lay. 

There York himself the barrier burst. 

And on St. Peter's Green was first. 

And now, on summit of the town, 

Where stood Queen Ellen's shrine alone. 

King Henry's troops make their firm stand ; 

As if each man thought his sole hand 

Fought on that spot for the whole land. 

And from that summit of the town. 

On the four main-ways looking down. 

At every bar, saVe one, they see 

The archers of the enemy ; - 

And crowding helms, and ill-spurred horse. 

Trampling o'er the new-fallen corse. 

And forcing back each barrier-guard. 

Mount where that Shrine had long kept solemn ward. 

XLIII. 

That Shrine, where Silence wont to dwell. 
And listen to the breathing spell 
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Of midnight hymn ; or the lone psahn 

Of monk thus wooing the soul's calm ; 

Or the long sweep of winter's wind, 

liike sigh of disembodied mind ; 

Or winter wind, or summer shower 

Falling on leaves of Abbey-bower : — > 

That shrine of Edward's lasting love. 

Where reverend steps alone might move. 

Which every eye with tears survey'd. 

While every head it's homage paid. 

Where tenderest thoughts still hovered round. 

And gentle visions blessed the ground. 

Wearing Queen Ellen's mien and smile again. 

Who sucked the venom from her husband's vein. 

XLIV. 

Upon the steep of Holywell, 
The strife of death had ceased to swell ; 
'Twas filled with slayer and with slain. 
And there alone did Warwick reign : 
Yet slowly mount his conquering train ; 
For hardly may they make their way. 
So heaped the bleeding bodies lay. 
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Eren the war-horse^ when near the dead> 
Trembles before the liferstream red ; 
Bristles his horror-lifted mane ; 
His tossing nostrils speak his pain. 

Stilly with distorted side-long leer> 

He views the object of his fear ; 

At last his shuddering feet uprear^ 
At last the spur assails in vain. 
The warrior on his back feels less^ 

Though better might that warrior know 

The signs of suffering and woe. 
And his own doubtful fortune guess. 
But poor ambition, thoughtless pride. 
Bear him, scarce moved, through battle's tide. 

XLV. 

Then Clement left his raven-nest. 
And to a Saxon turret pressed 

That o'er the northern transept rose. 
Where all around Queen Ellen's bier 
He wide might view, and all might hear, 

Even till the battle's close. 
As he approached that turret-stair. 
Lone were the Shrines and Chantries near ; 
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No shadowed form on Ofia's aisle 
Stole o*er the drear length of the pile> 
But all so hushed the scene beneath^ 
It seemed the hall and throne of Death. 

XL VI. 

Clement had gained the turret-floor^ 
And pressed the massy oaken door : 
Surprised he found himself among 
The Abbot and a younger throng 
Of monks^ whose sight could pierce a&r> 
And tell the varying tide of war. 
From their full window he withdrew. 

And to the sister-turret hied^ 
That looked on the same northern view^ 

Commanding o'er it feur and wide : 
Here — ^though a crowd of hooded heads 

Darkened the double Saxon arch. 
Fled from high tower and open leads>— 

Here might he watch the battle's march. 

XLVII. 

From blessed Peter's tower on high 
To Ellen's shrine of sanctity. 
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No thwarting roof-tops then concealed 
The broad way of that fateful field. 
The long green vista stretched below^ 
Straight as an arrow horn a bow. 
There^ close around that ancient tower^ 
Incessant fell the arrowy shower ; 
O er graves and charnel vaults it fiew^ 
It cleared the streets in Clement's view. 
Duke Richard's self, commanding th^e^ 
Had forced the northern barrier ; 
Waged war o'er the long-buried dead 
And blood upon their homes had shed. 
And many a youthful warrior brave 

In his first armour dressed^ 
Fought even upon his v^ry grave. 

His morrow's final rest. 

XLVIII. 

From that dark tower the long broad way 

Was thronged with Henry's bands. 
Close pressing where their monarch lay. 
And where his baiiner, floating gay, 
Richard's full force withstands. 
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Clement could not De Clifford see^ 

Nor Somerset's high blazonry; 

But Baddngham's pale plume he knew^, 

And Ms white armour's silvery^hue ; ^/J ^^'^ ^ /^ ^ ^ 

And, while he gazed, he saw him bow. 

Then rise and totter in his seat. 

And rein his charger to retreat. 
A shaft has pierced his iron brow ; 
He sinks to earth ; the dark streams flow. 

XIiIX. 

Stafford, his noble son, fought near. 

But saw not when his j&ther fell ; 

And soon the battle's onward swell 
Checked, though not turned, his own career. 
For, vain the terrors of his spear, 
A fieital dart his gauntlet caught ; 
Twas pain, not danger, as he thought. 
And, heedless of that pain, he fought 
Till, fainting with the bleeding wound. 
He fisdls on henchmen pressing round. 
Who bear him senseless from the ground. 

VOL. Ill* K 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 ST. ALBAN^S ABBEY. 

But, yonder, on St. Peter's way. 
With long sweep and resistless sway, 

The surge of battle rolls along. 

And threatens even the household throng. 
Who watch their King, this fateful day. 
And now, behold his banner there 
Bow low and totter in the air ; 
And now, from forth his guarded hallj 
St. Alban's lofty Seneschal, 

And Henry's self, appear. 
Yet feebly did the King advance. 
As bending to some dire mischance. 
His vizor dose, his sword in hand. 
And guarded by a noble band 

And crowds of demi-lance. 

LI. 

He mounted on his battle-horse. 
But turned him from the battle's course. 
Or would have turned ; the warrior steed 
Showed daring high for other deed. 
Long did his stubborn neck disdain 
To bend him from the trumpet's strain. 
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With prancing foot and curvet liigli^ * 
With spuming heel and arching mane> 
He baffled still the guiding rein. 
He would have borne his lord away, 
And plunged him in the thickest fray« 
But that a friend^ though loth to yields 
With strong arm bore him from the field. 

Yet hardly through the gory street^ 

So thick the dead and dying layj 
Could the guard find a safe retreat 

For Henry^ or pass on their way. 
Then Lancaster's sad heart sunk low, 
111 could he brook such sight of woe ; 
Shuddering he turned aside his head^ 
While his steed stepped among the dead ; 
But still to his averted eyes 
Other grim shapes of horror rise. 
And '* Peace, O! blessed Peace/' he cried ; 
While knights, who warded at his side. 
Could scarce restrain their rising pride, 
K 3 
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And, when'their lord secure might lie^ 
Swore round his Rose to live^ or die. 

LUI. 

And had our sovereign lady. Dame 

Margaret, the Queen, been here. 
Her cheek had crimsoned o'er with shame 

To view her husband's fear ; 
Though sorrow and disease oppressed 
The princely spirit in his breast. 
Not thus she fled, when second war 

Dyed Alban's field with blood. 
But, high on Victory's iron car. 

Rushed through the purple flood. 
But pity tempered not her ire ; 
No tear-drop dewed her eye of fire ; 
No hallowed fear her conscience held. 
Nor piety her proud heart quelled ; 
These virtues, that ambition thwart. 

Drew not upon her course the rein ; 
Brought not the pause — ^the second thought, 

That passion's, impulse may restrain : 
Rapid and fierce she pressed her way. 
Though Truth and Mercy bleeding lay. 
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So^ Gloucester^ thy red grave might tell^ 
When mourned for thee St. Alban's knell. 

LIV. 

Danger^ when braved^ like coward flies. 

And safety, sought, oft wayward hies ; 

And this King Henry's heart was taught. 

Even while he humble shelter sought. 

'For, ere he reached a cottage-wall. 

An arrow-wound had made him fall. 

But that his band close round him throng. 

And bear him on his steed along ; ' y^ 

And, wounded, bleeding, fainting, slow, ^// {^"l'^ n C' 

A thatched roof shrouds a Monarch's, woe. 

LV.. 

Return we now to Ellen's shrine. 

Where, thronging through the four street-ways. 
Ensigns and plumes still wave and shine. 
And falchions flash and helmets blaze. 
And flights of arrows dim the air. 
Rattling like hail. 
On shield and mail. 
In chorus with the war*shouts there. 
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And stilly where blessed Peter's tower 
O'erlooked Plantagenet's chief power^ 
Still, in Sir Philip Wentworth's care> 

Proudly the Royal Banner stood. 

But now, while onward swept the flood. 
That standard trembled in the air. 
And foremost fled the traitor-knight. 
Sworn to maintain that banner's right* 
He fled, without a single wound. 
He fled, and cast it on the ground ! 
Then, scarce opposed, York's special guard 

Made dreadful havock down the street ; 
And, though below their wa^ was barred> 

'Twas there their whole force thronged to meet. 

VI. 

Long did the noblest of the land 
Round Ellen's mournful bier withstand 

The triple-guided force 
Of Warwick, York, and Salisbury; 
Oh ! it was dreadful truth to see 

The battle press it's course 
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Up every way to that liigh place^ 
Where^ crushed into a narrow spaoe^ 

The band of heroes fought 
For him, who meekly wore the crown 
From sire and grandsire given down. 

By his own will unsought. 
It was a gallant, mournful sight 

To see those warriors few 
Die for the cause which they thought right, 

—Allegiance they thought due. 

liVII. 

And now the rumour faintly spread, 
That Henry wounded was, and fled ; 
Nay, lay in humble cottage dead. 
Then first his faithful knights knew dread. 
But, transient was such sense of woe. 
And, *' Vengeance ! Victory !" they cried ; 
** His son shall triumph, though he died." 
Richard of York, the while, had sought 

Where the King wounded lay. 
And soon to his low roof was brought. 

And claimed the prize of that fierce day. 
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Henry^ though captive^ then might see 
His conqueror on bending knee^ 
With feigned suit and bold pretence, 
Protesting truth and reverence. 
In wily words, with poor deceit, 

York said he never meant him ill ; 
That he had only armed to meet 

Those foes, whose dark, ambitious will 
Had ruled his councils and the realm. 
And shortly would his throne overwhelm. 
But now, those enemies o'erthrown. 
If Henry would their acts disown. 
And rule the English land alone. 
His true liege-subject he would prove. 
And henceforth only seek his love. 

LVIII. 

And thus swore all iTork's subtle band ; 

But, adding still a new demand. 

They claimed to guard the King from foes. 

Lest evil council should dispose 

His virtuous will to vengeful deed. 

And, by retaliation, lead 
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To futnre discontents and woe. 

Now^ this ui^ed Richard's subtle train ; 

And farther " safety to maintain/' 
They asked he on the mom would go 
To London^ in their duteous care^ 
And choose with them a council &ir. 

lilX. 

And thus, with humble look and w(nrd> 
The Duke his loftier hope deferred. 
Though Victory was on his side. 

He secretly might own. 
Time had not brought on the spring-tide 

Might bear him to the throne. 
To win this^renturous battle-day. 

Such arts had now been tried 
As could not daim continued sway, 

Nor long his fortuner guide. 

But, for the moment gratified. 
He left to future hour his daim. 
That surer he might work his aim ; 
And therefore did he lowly bow. 
Though victor, to his captire now. 
K 5 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



202 ST. alban's abbey. 

Soon did fair speech King Henry gain> 

While his hearty filled with grief 
For others' jeopardy and pain. 

In words now sought relief. 
*' Spare> spare my people's blood," he said, 

" This moment bid the slaughter rest. 
My will shall then by your's be led ; 

My pardon take for all the past. 
Lead me within the Abbey walls ; 
This scene of blood my heart appals !" 

LXI. 

Straight, Warwick bade the carnage cease. 
And bleeding strife was hushed in peace. 
That fateful moment, who may paint ! 
Meet instant for the joy of saint ! 
The sword upraised withheld the blow. 
That might have laid a brother low. 
Then, sire and son, in armour clasped. 
While almost each the other grasped. 
And strove against the other's life. 
Heard the low strain, that stills the strife. 
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They pause ; the steeled mask they raise ; 

They gaze ; they shudder^ and they praise ! 

The song of Peace is on the air^ 

Her snowy signal floating there ! 

One moment stopped the woe prepared. 

And ie&th, remorse^ and horror spared. 

Oh ! may that saintly moment be 

Enshrined in high eternity ; 

And there to blessed Henry give 

Such joy of Peace as he bade live I 



END op THE THIRD CANTO* 
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Now to St. Alban's shrine was led 

The captive King with royal guard ; 

While Richard at his side kept ward^ 
And Men-at-arms, with stately treads 
Encompassing about him went^ ,^ 

Beneath the Abbey's battlement. 
But, who King Henry's woes may tell, 

As he passed on the blood-stained way. 
Where half his gallant nobles fell. 

And yet untouched, uncovered lay, '^, 
Scarce cold, upon the gory heap. 
Fixed in their last, unbreathing sleep ! — 
The friends, who on this very mom. 

Since when but few brief hours had sped,] 
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Had high sway in his council borne ; 

Who bent with him the thoughtful head ! 
Whose living eye by his was read ! — 

Now^ ever closed their earthly dream ; 

All vanished^ like a phantom's gleam ; 
The veil withdrawn-^the vision fled ! 

II. 
The Abbot at the Abbey-gate 
The victor and the vanquished met ; 
And thence> with bands in formal march. 

And monks arranged in order long^ 
Led to the farthest eastern arch> 

With mourning chant from the full throng ; 
Where Henry, on St. Alban's tomb; 
Sought to disperse his mental gloom. 

ni. 
Such Vision still is seen to moum^ 

When evening-twilight falls, j 

By him, who on that day's return 

Stands silent by these walls — 
The vanquished Sire, the victor Chief, 

The mitred Abbot pale in years. 
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Whose cheek seems furrowed o'er by grief, 

And sanctified by Pity's tears^ 
The pious fathers^ side by side^ 
And the whole Convent's choral pride ; 
Three times beneath the Chancel's gloom^ 
They move around St. Alban's tomb^ 
Through open arches that appear^ 
As once they wont above the bier^ 
But, when the dream has passed away, ^ 
Close, and are seen as at this day. 

IV. 

It is a strange and fearful sight-— 
The Vision of that dreary night f 
—To watch those shadows crowding by. 
Each moving in his ordered place. 
Like living form, with deathly face. 
Distinct, and busy to the eye. 
With gesture true of solemn rite ; 
Yet not a whisper heard, the while. 
Of step, or voice, upon the aisle ; 
— It is a strange and fearful sight I 
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V. 

Bat other scene^ on that midnight^ 
Has shook the sexton with afiright^ 
While passing o'er the glimmering nave^ 
By the dim flame his lanthom gave. 
Sudden^ on each low tomb around, 

A bleeding bier has seemed to rest. 
Where stem in death a warrior frowned, 

With funeral watch-light o'er his crest* 
Where'er the old man turned his yiew. 
Has seemed such face of livid hue. 
But feeble age has fancies strange I 
Youth may, on that same midnight, range 
Through choir and aisle, and nothing see. 
Save Norman arch and gallery. 
And the brass-bounden grave of him, 
Who sang the warrior's dying hymn. 
But, leave we now* such idle dream. 
To mind the past, yet real theme. 

VI. 

Low at St. Alban's tomb they knelt, 
: The Conqueror and his King, 
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The Monarch hushed the pang he felt ; 

Nor did the victor sing 
Memorial for the battle won^ 
Bat^ decent, mourned the slaughter done. 
Then solemn, from the Choir below. 

The hjmn of Vespers rose. 
And, while meek Henry's tears fast flow. 

Breathed balm upon his woes ; 
But, transient was the sad repose : — 
It ended with the Vespers' close ! 

vri. 
Just where the King did lowly bend. 

Lay Gloucester in his grave / 
His truest counsellor and friend. 

Whom yet he failed to save 
From Margaret's hate and Beaufort's guile, — 
All unsuspicious he, the while. 
Of the fell hatred that they bare 
His kinsman — and their murderous snare. 
And of his own progressive fieite. 
Had good Duke Humphrey ruled the state, ' 
His truth had been his Sovereign's shield 
Gkdnst treason, open, or concealed. 
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Good Gloucester slept within this spaoe^ 

And Henry^ sufferer in his place, 

Stood o'er his grave^ in sanctuary 

From his own rebel soldiery ! 

Oh ! who may dare unfold 

The dark^iing thoughts that o'er his spirit rolled. 

And horn his memory threatened soon to sweep 

All paler records of long years, that weep. 

While, thus a captive, with his foe he bent 

Silent o'er bleeding Gloucester's monument. 

VIII. 

When service in the Choir was o'er. 

The Monarch and his train 
Passed onward to the cloister-door. 
Led by the Abbot, as before. 

With the full chaunted strain. 

To rest in royal chambers nigh. 
The honoured Abbot's guarded guest. 

Beneath the velvet canopy. 
Whose couch he oft in peace had pressed. 
How different is his present state 

From that he once had known, 
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8' glare, \ 
i of care, \ 



When Westminster proclaimed his fate 

Was France and England's thrcme ; 
When, passing from the tapers' 
Just cumbered with his crown < 
With infant smile he laughed to see 
Such crowds and blaze of pageantry ! 

IX. 

Ah ! had he dimly then perceived 
The secret of the gift received^ 
Stained with the blood of former times. 
And thickly set with deadly crimes. 
Gleaming with woes and passions dire 
From 'mid Ambition's smouldering fire. 
How had he shrunk^ and wished to lie 
'* In shades of quiet privacy I " 
And^ ere he wore it for his own^ 
Renounced at once his father's crown. 
Now, all it's terrors blazed^ confest. 
And peace for ever left his breast. 
Yet might he not his path retread. 
And give from his anointed head 
The diadem his fathers gave. 
Which fixed him for a party's slave. 
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X. 

Hard was the hearty and stern the mind. 
And to it's own contentment blmd> 

That could unloose a kingdom's woes. 

Within that painful crown confined, 
While firm it circled Henry's brows ; 
That oould a selfish, slumbering right 
Rouse from it's lair in Time's dim night ; 
Cry " Havock I" and pursue the prey 
But for Ambition's holiday ! 
Hard was the heart, and dark the mind ! 

Such his, who Henry's path beside 
Marched where the convent^traui inclined. 

Beneath the Transept's vaulted pride. 
xu 
And thus was ranged the stately march> 
When the King passed the Transept-arch :•— 
On his righl>hand the Abbot walked. 

Mitred and in his cope of gold. 

The pious monarch's gift of old j 
And on his left Duke Bichard stalked. 
Straight from the place of war came he. 
Nor moment spared his casque to free ; 
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Aloft the white plume proudly rose, 

But soiled with criinson were it's snows^ 

And Henry paid a bitter tear 

For every gore-drop speaking there. 

Beneath^ the lion-passant crest 

His royal lineage professed ; 

And vizor up might darkly show 

The meaning of his anxious brow; 

While Richard's form and stately grace^ 

His stature high^ and martial pace^ 

Decisive look> and eye of fire> 

Steady^ though^een^ and quick and dire^ 

Gkive contrast to King Henry's air^ 

Who, wan from wound, from grief and care. 

Moved with unequal step and slow. 

With wearied countenance of woe. 

And weeping, with uplifted eye 

Of meekness and of jiety. 

xn>. 
The reverend father, by his side. 

Though pale and bowed with care and age, 
StiU showed an aspect dignified. 
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A look of mildly-tempered pride> 

Such as doth love and awe engage. 
As some tall arch^ in fretted state^ 
Left lonely 'mid the wrecks of fete. 
Though perished be each gorgeous stain 
That coloured high the storied pane ; 
Though broken be the moulded line. 
That flowed with grandeur of design ; 
Though shades of many a hoary year 
With lights of silver grey are there ; 
Th' awakened mind ybt more supplies 
Than Time has stolen from our eyes ; 
And o'er the ruin's desert space. 
That arch throws high and shadowy grace. 
Wraps us in pleasures almost holy 
Of reverence, love and melancholy. 

XIII. 

Through the great cloister passed the train. 
Where the carved trefoil windows glowed 

With many a rich illumined pane. 
By living Whetehampstede bestowed. 

Large was the verdant plain within. 

High the arched walks encompassing. 
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Now darkened was that long-stretched way 
With Alban's hundred monks; though gay 
In scarlet copes went Chancellor^ 

The noble Steward, Seneschal^ 

And officers in the rich pall 
They wore on solemn festival ; 
In snowy state, each Chorister, 
Chaunting before the mournful King, 

Till he had reached that guarded door. 

Where, tall and light, the arches soar 
That lift the Chapter's vaulted ring. 

xnr. 
Then part the King and priestly band. 
Who, in long line, on either hand 
Bend lowly, as he moves along, 
^ Smiling upon the cowled throng, 
To the last murmur of their song. 
Still marched Duke Richard at his side. 
And still the Abbot was his guide. 
A different train received the guest. 
Soon as he moved from his short rest : 
Soldiers, with helm and pike arrrayed. 
Lined the long walk of cloister-shade^ 
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That lay between the abbey aisle 
And royal lodge/ a stately pile« 
A royal homage still they paid 
In the meek hymn the trumpets played. 
How felt the King, when close he viewed 
Hands drenehed with his good people's bloodj 
And looks that said they held in ward^ 
And still would hold, their sovereign lord ! 

XV, 

In the King's Pablo ub waited now 
Poor banquet, served in saddest mood. 

Where pages round their monarch bow. 
And captive knights indignant stood. 

To view their injured King bestow 

His speech upon his subtle foe. 

Who wrought this day of blood and woe. 

With starting tear of gratitude 

And pity, good King Henry viewed 

His faithful servants near him stand. 

And here attend— a prisoner-band. 

Not Richard's truth, nor courtesy. 

Had placed them here, but policy. 
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And H^nry> though not thus deceived^ 
Such art instead of truth reoeiyed. 
Fill not for him the wassail-bowl^ 

Strike not the minstrel-string ; 
These may not o'er his saddened soul 

Their brief delirium fling : 
For he has passed among the dead^ 
And Truth's great lesson there has read^ 
As from each face the mask she drew^ 
And showed what phantoms we pursue ! 
While to his wandering troubled eye. 
Life's strifeful progress seemed one sigh ! 

XVI. 

But short repose the banquet gave> 
Ere Warwick and Earl Salisbury crave 
Audience of him they still call King ; 
And many a wily guest they bring. 
Straight from the field they came in haste. 
Informed on all points to the last. 
Now to the Council-roogi repaired. 
With harassed jnind, their wounded Lord, 
To sign his pardons, and reward 
The traitors, who his life yet spared. 
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The Abbot to his chamber drew 

(His heart to Henry ever true) 

To gain a quiet pause^ though sad^— 

Perchance an unseen tear to shed^ 

And lift his thoughts where ofit they fled. 

XVII. 

Then order to the Steward went. 

That hospitable cheer 
Should to the Abbey gates be sent 

Ot bread and meat and beer ; 
And to each soldier^ friend or foe> 
Dole from buttery-hatch should go ; 
But other store of food was small ; 
For thousands thronged in Alban's wall^ 
And every townsman's board was spread 
For victor^ or for conquered. 
Now« at each postern and low gate. 
T he Monk s dispense to all, th at wait. 
Wha t fare th ey may : but, who can show 
The groups that, gathering below. 
Now stood beneath the reverend tower. 
Emblems of battle's bleeding hour ? 

TOL. UI. L 
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Wan were their features^ fierce^ though fdiit 

From toil and hunger and dismay^ 

Just 'scaped with life the deadly fray ; 

Their o'erstrained muscles quivered still ; 

Their eag^ eyes^ suspecting, ill^ 

Were watchful yet of all around^ 

Even on this consecrated ground. 

The broken armour's crimson sheen 

Showed what the owner's lot had been ; 

There grimly did the cap of steel 

Dint of strong battle-axe reveal^ 
Or cuirass^ bearing sign of spear^ 
Proved Death had threatened entrance here. 
All were so changed with dust and gore> 
Their nearest friends had passed th^n o'e^ ; 
And their strange^ rude and broken tone^ 
Not wife^ nor courted lass had known. 

xvuu 
While thus benet^h St. Alban's shadf)^ 
Panting^ these ba^ds of Havock stayed. 
Round crow4^d ptffck and posteni; aigh^ 
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Some outstretched on the graves ai^e Utld^ 
• On lower wall some t^st the h^d^ 

They ne'er again may hold m high. 
And some within the d^cred aisle 
Lean on an altaf -^tomb the while^ 
And^ fliiiging down the blieeding sword^ 
Instead of offering humbled Word, 
Greet with an oath the watch^monk there. 
Whose low-breathed hymn and pious caire. 
With kindest awe and gratitude. 
In all but basest hearts ill passion had sitbdned. 

Some, too, there Were, whose evil eye 
Scowled on the Monk^, as iihey supply. 
With kindness meek, due sui^eiiance, 
Sweet'ning the bounty they dispense. 
" Well may they give of ample store> 
Wrung from the land and ^Eunished poor. 
To bribe us to forbearance now 
From plunder of their shrines, I trow ! 
Methinks our swords have something won 
L 2 
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From lazy Monks^ who live i' th* sun 
And roll in riches of the land ; 
While others^ by hard toil of hand^ 
May scantly live £rom day to day. 
Yet^ listening to their canning saye, 
Henry and Richard bid us ^ Nay/ 
Let such folks in a convent stay ; 
But^ by St. Alban's crown of gold^ 
I would not — I — ^for them withhold 
From treasures now within our reach^ 
Though Kings command and Abbots preach." 
Then^ rousing from his sullen mood^ 
Such soldier snatched his comrade's food ; 
And so displayed to humblest sense 
The motive of his fair pretence. 



END OF THE FOURTH CANTO. 
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THE EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE. 

8C£NE — WITHOUT THE WALLS OF ST. ALBAN's. 
I. 

In cngry gloom the sun went down 
Upon St. Alban's bleeding town^ 
While sadly many a Red-rose knight^ 
Escaping fi^m the ruthless fights 
Traversed the woods and ^vild hills round ; 
And ever sought he tangled ground^ 
Pathless and dim and fax away 
From peasant-foe^ who might convey 
Notice to Richard's scouts and bands^ 
Prowling for prey o'er Alban's lands. 

II. 
Oft would the lonely Warrior start 
At glance of arms^ shot through the shade^ 
Where bright the western sun-beam played^ 
Judging some foeman watched apart ; 
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And strange it was^ 'mid brake and bush. 

Where only might he guess to see 
Sweet violets sleeping tQ the hush 

Of southern breeze^ 'neath oaken tree, — 
Strange there to spy a warrior's casque. 
Or cuirass gleam, or steely mask ; 
An eyeless horror, stem and still. 
Amid the peace of leaf and rill. « 
It was but harness, thrown aside. 

Whose cumBrous weight had. stayed the flight 

Of some sad comrade of the fight. 
In the late scene of evil-tide. 

These armour-signs, if spelt aright. 
Might tell whose footsteps he might trace 
Along the rude and desert place. 

hi;. 
Oft would he pause on woody hill. 
Listening if all were lone and still* 
And oh ! how still it seemed and lone 

To one escaped from battle-bray. 
From raging and from dying moan 

To Nature's grand and peaceful sway ! 
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How calm lier breathings^ pure and dear^ 
Among the linden fdiage here ! 

How fresh and gay it's blossomed spray ; 
How sweet and good her smil^ appear ! 
Sublime her ordered laws and ti*ue 
Moved o'er the landscape's evening-hue^ 
And solenm in the thunder spoke^ ^ 

That^ far off, on the hill-tops broke. 
Sublime her stormy lights and shade^ 
Which all the stretdiing view pervade. 
Her storms no moral evil show^ 
To work — like human tempest— woe; 
But health and goodness.from them flow^ 
Quickly and sure as tears of Spring 
The Summer's fruit and beauty bring. 

IT. 

The Red-rose Knight^ who from the hill 
Yet watched where wood and Yale were still. 
Had 'scaped, though wounded, from the strifb. 
And hardly 'scaped with limb and life. 
He fought, until King Henry's host. 
By treachery foul, not weakness, lost. 
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Were pressed, at all points^ on the town. 
Deceived^ betrayed^ and trampled down* 
This loyal Knight of Lancaster^ . 

Though not in Alban's prison bounds 
Was not yet free from a^ixious fear 

For friends, who fought upon that ground ; 
And yet he lingered on the hill 
With parting look^ and listened stilly 
As if his eye> or esa, might glean 
Tidings of that now distant scenes 

T- 

He heard^ perchance^ fednt trumpet-strain 
Marshal for watch some knightly train ; 
Or neigh of charger^ high and shrilly 
And sounds perplexed and dubious thri}l ; 
Or 'larum-drum and shout aflEur^ 
The dying tremour of the war ; 
Or, deep and full, St. Alban's bell 
Roll on the breeze the warrior's knell. 
And he would gaze, with sad farewell,. 
Where yet the gliding splendour falls; 
Along those ancient towers and walls. 
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VI. 

Throned in the vale and pomp of wood. 
The Norman Abbey darkly stood. 
And frowned upon that place of blood. 
Beneath the lowering western doud ; 
Till the sun, from stormy shroud. 
Looked out, in fierce, yet sullen ire. 
And touched the towering pile with fire. 
Below, each battled turret seemed 

The Martyr's crown of flame to wear ; 

While, through the airy arches there. 
The sun's red splendour streamed. 
But transept-roofs and aisles between 
Lay stretched in darker tint and mien. 
As if they mourned the skughtered dead^ 
Laid out in blood, beneath their shade. 
Slowly the vision changed it's hue, 
Li sullen mists the sun withdrew, 
A ball of lurid fire, from view. 
Yet curving lines of burnished gold, 
(Traced where light clouds their edges fold) 
Through the red haze, his station told. 
L 5 
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llien Evening fell o'er all the vale. 
Faded each towjer «nd toireti pale ; 
Till, shapeless, huge, obficure as^dorai,^ 
The Abbey stood in >8teadfiiat4yloamj 
Vnnt, 11^ jintinrt, ti"^ ^^"^i 
LikeBd ng^from a wpg|4 an knawn! 

Vll* 

While the wofn Wanrier. gazed Ins last. 
The death-bell spoke upon the blast. 
And now, while he beheld afar*^ 
Himself secure-r^that place of wavi 
And heard again that deq> death-bell 
Along the evening breeses swell. 
Each moment waked a tenderer fear. 
Each toll made one dear friead more dear. 
He marvelled how,h««oi]dd hlive 4ed> 

tJncertain of theii £iUie ; 
And back resolved his steps JtO' tread. 

And seek to know their states 
Then, through the gloom he" bent 'his way. 
Led by the Al^bey's. solemn lay^ 
High music. on the soul it played 
Of thoughts beyond this earth's low shade. 
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VIII. 

Though on St. Alban's tower and town 
The shadows of tlie tempest frown. 
In softened shade> along the vale. 
Peace seemed to dwell in twilight pale. 
O'er the long, £eiding forest line. 

Village and hamlet, hid beneath. 
Sent up on high their silent sign 

Of evening cheer, the thin grey wreath ; 
Village and hamlet, that by day 
Veiled in the sleeping shadows lay. 
Or, in blue distance, gave fioint show 
Of roo& and social scenes below. 
Ah ! treacherous to their own repose ! 
Such wreath betrays to watchful foes, 
Scowering the hills and heath-land nigh. 
Where dear, though humble, treasures lie. 
And the l^:ight-blazing hearth may share. 
Though not the crimes, the woes, of war. 
To other eyes such blase might speak 
Of succour, that they vainly seek. 
For bleeding wound, for ebbing life. 
For fainting nature's last, last strife. 
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Vain h<^^ it feules upon his sight ; 
The ^amor's ey e g jure dim in night t 
No srm his sinking head may prop. 
No light hand dry the chilly drop ; 
The damps of death are on his brow. 
Oh f for some aid — some comfort now f 
That NOW is passed, he breathes no more ; 
UmtfiPTi— mjiftftrd — }m papgs are o'er ! 

IX. 

Where were his friends when he sunk low ^ 
Knew they no strange presaging woe ^ 
Felt they no instinct of that haur> 
No touch of sympathy's deep power. 
Run o'er the shuddering nerves, and wake 
Tones firom the heart, that anguish spake ? 
Like to that lyre*s prophetic call. 
Self-sounding from the lonely wall. 
Whose only utterance was a sigh. 
To hint when death, or woe, wtts nigh. 
Ah, no ! they talked, or laughed, or sang. 
Unconscious of his dying pang. 
No eye wept o'er his lowly bier. 
The dew of heaven his only, tear ; 
And sighs of eve alone were here. 
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Rustlmg the light leaves o'er his head. 
As if they mourned the Warrior dead ; 
Making his stillness seem more still ; 
More sad the shade of grove and hill. 

X. 

Here shall he rest till distant day, ^ 

In the deep forest's untrod way. 

Coffined in steely arms alone ; 

And, for carved se^pulchre of stone. 

And foliaged vault of chorsd-aisle, 

The living oak^ with darker smile. 

Shall arch it's broad leaves o'er his form. 

Poor shroud and-guard horn sun and storm ! 

The woodlark sUall his requiem sing. 

Perched high upon his branchy tomb ; 
And every mom, though mom of Spring, 

Shall o'er him spread a mournful gloom ; 
And every eve, at twilight pale. 
His chantry-bird shall sweetly wail ; 
And glow-worms, with their watch-torch dear, 
Wait mutely round his grassy bier. 
Keeping aloof from his dark rest 
Reptiles, that haunt the hour, unblest ; 
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Till Other Mom her cold tear shed^ 
And 'balm anew the soldier dead« 

There was, who. from her distant bower. 
Watched all that day St. Alban's tower. 
As if its visage could hare shown 
The dreadful tale it looked upon^ 
And told to her the doubted fate 
Of him, on whom her fears await. 
Who joined King Henry, on that mom. 
Oh ! shall he to his shades return. 
And through the oak's broad foliage view. 
Once more, the vale and mountains blue ? 
May then their peaceful brandies wave 
High welcomes o'er his knightly plume, 
Or, shedding deep their saddening gioom. 
Murmur low dirges o'er his grave f 

XII. 

Pale with anxiety and fear. 
She in her silent bower must wait. 

Her playful infunts came not there ; 

Her spirits ill their songs could bear 
While doubtful of their father's fate. 
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At times came messenger from far^ 

With varioas rumours of the war, 

** His lord had late bem seen in fight I" 

So told the fleetest of the flight. 

Another had beheld him fall^ 

When Warwick burst the barrier wall^ 

A thirds report of fell wound brought ; 

A fourth, that vainly he was sought. 

Slight rumours all — ^yet each some dread of ill 

In heart of lovely Florence did instill. 

" gf " "*'* 

ZIII. 

In oriel and in alley green 
By turns she sat, or walked, unseen. 
Th' unfolding buds of Spri ng were there. 
Breathing delight .upon the air. 
Health, life, and joy, by song of birds 
As well are told, as if by words. 
Those opening buds, that breath of joy. 
That song of birds did but annoy 
Attention, that for ^Euntest sound 
Listened from Alban's fearful ground. 
Oft on the calm there seemed to float 
Murmur confused— a trumpet's note,— 
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Dull beatings of a charger's hoof — 
The sharper dash of arms aloof — 
Tumultuous shout — ^the onset cry*—* 
Signal of some^ that meet and die. — 
Whose summons heard she in that call ? 
Oh ! AT THAT moment who might fall I 

xiy. 
Attention each fine sound pursued^ 
Till doubt and distance seemed subdued ; 
She listened then, as if her ear 
Could bring each phantom of her fear 
In real shape before her sight. 
There glowed the terrors of the fight ! 
She saw her loved lord wounded sink« 
And slowly from the battle shrink. 
With not a hand his arm to stay. 
Or help him, where he bleeding lay. 
Farther she dared not— could not, think. 

XV. 

Aghast and motionless, in trance. 
While such terrific visions glance. 
She rose up from her pale despair. 
His fieite to soften, or to share. 
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And she, who from a summer shower 
Would fly to covert of a bower ; 
Whom thunder tortured with alarm. 
Though sheltered in his faithful arm ; 
Who lived in privacy's safe round. 
And joys in cares domestic found 
(The cherub-smile of infancy. 
The look of love, still watching by) ; 
Whose heart would to best music move — 
The music breathed by breath of love. 
The music of Affection's eye— 
That varied world of harmony ! 
Even she renounced all feeble femr. 
Pressed by a danger ipore severe ; 
And felt the spirit of the brave. 
When her mind caught the hope to save. 

XVI. 

Till near the falling of the sun. 

It was not knowQ the fight was done ; 

And then, that lady's messenger. 

With hce, that spoke before his tongue. 
Of horrorsi that round Alban throng. 
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Brought heavy news of Lancaster ; 

Bat tiding of her lord came none ! 
A dreadful silence wrapt his name-^ 
The paa8e> ere Mis the lightning's flamd, 
Might be just image of the same. 
Without a tear> without a sigh^ 
She read dismay in every eye. 
Unbreathing calmness o'er her face 
Now veiled^ widi^melancholy grace> 
Her courage^ — moral courage^ — ^love. 
That soon their truth and strength must prove. 

XVII. 

One ancient s^v^t, faithful founds 

She chose to guide her on her way^ 
And search with her the blood-stfloned ground. 

Where dead and wounded still might lay. 
In vain that humble steward sought 
To win her from such daring thought. 
And told the dangers that await 
Wide round St. Alban*s bleeding gate ; 
And she, who ne'er had viewed the face 
Of slaughtered man, how might she trace. 
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How bear to look itpon the fields 

Where their last breath the vanqmshed yidd ! 

How search for face of her dear lord, 

Or^ finding, live and aid afford ! 

XVIII. 

Florence a forceful sigh suppressed^ 
** Haste ! not a moment may we rest. 
Sudi aid even now he needs ; away ! 
He bleeds— he dies, while we dday f " — 
*' How, lady, may you reach the town. 
On public road, unseen, unknown ; 
And seen and known, how, prison-free. 
Escape the grasp of enemy ? 
A shorter path perchance might lead 
O'er open ground of heath or mead ; 
But that was viewed by every eye : 
While through the forest's closer way. 
The dim paths i^ and widely stray. 

How reach the guarded barrier ? 
And, lady, how might you endure 
The weary path; or how procure 

The pass of posted warrior !" — 
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" My parse such posted guard shall gain» 
My palfrey bear me> while he may ; 

My purpose will my steps sustain; 
Away — ^to horse I away, away !" 

XDL. 

By sense of duty thus upheld. 
By strong affection thus impelled, 
Florence must quit her sheltered home^ 
O'er desolated tracks to roam. 
In diamber, gallery, orieled-hall. 
Her home was deadly stillness all ; 
But stillness without peace — ^more drear 
Such stillness, than the War's career ! 
It seemed, as through the hall she passed. 
Murmured a mourning trumpet-blast. 
She turned, as sad it died away, 
And, while the slanting western ray 
Played through a casement's ivy wreath. 
And touched the armoured shape beneath, 
That stood, like guardian of the hall> 
By stair, where fearful shadows fall. 
She thought the corslet heaved, as life 
Was there beneath^ with death at strife. 
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Perhaps^ 'tis glance of ivy-leaves 
Trembling in light her eye deceives. 

XX. 

Short pause she made within the court ; 
Her steed received her as in sport, 
When fresh from cheer of green-wood shade ; 
Though now no soft caress she laid 

Upon his glossy neck, or £aoe» 

Nor gave him word of gentle grace. 
Yet did he know her, though the 'guise 
Might wrap her from a stranger's eyes ; 
And pawed the ground, in mantling joy. 
And arched his crest, and turned his eye. 
And champed the bit, with nostril wide. 
And laid his playful head aside. 
As asking welcomes from her hand, 
And suing for it's light command. 

XXI. 

(Md Leonard led t hrou| i ;h forest-j uray, 
And pointed where St. Alban's lay. 
With look of grave and anxious thought. 
The sun those lofty turrets brought 
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Full on the eye, tint, at their sight. 
Sickened and daricened, as in night. 
Yes, though she felt the western blaze. 
Strange gloom, all cheerless, met her gase. 
She saw the snn-^she knew his beam, 
Yet seemed in dimness of a dream ! 
With mingled grief and terror filled, 
Her spirits scarce their task fulfilled ; 
Yet did her will it's purpose hold, 
As might the boldest of the bold. 
Right onward, as the path might go^ 
She pressed, to meet the coming woe. 
The fieinning air h^ frame sustained. 
And firmly still her steed she reined. 
Though on the Abbey-tower her eye 
Was fixed — that tower would seem to fly ; 
For, though at utmost speed she wait, 
More distant seemed it's battlement ; 
And, though she knew her palfrey moved. 
That he went forward was not proved. 

XXII. 

Though true and good the long-loved i 

» 

His weary limbs relaxed their speed. 
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He marvelled ftt tb<3 pace she hied^ 
And would resent tlie whip she plied^ 
(Unused to feel the goading pain^ 
And fretting with a high disdain^) 
Had other hand but held the rein. 
Often would Leonard now implore 
That> till the forest«*shades were o'er> 
His lady^ for his master's sake> 
Some caution for herself would take> 
Nor tempt St. Alban's dangerous wall^ 
Ere deepest gloom of eveniog ^. 
The sun was yet upon the towers^ 
And lighted yet her roofs and bowers. 

XXIIJ. 

Florence once turned her weary sights 
And^ in the landscape's beamy lights 
Viewed the peaked roofs and glitteriBg vane^ 
Where slept^ in peace^ her infimt-train. 

A sigh — ^the first siie long had known-^ 
Burst from her breast^ and f^ll a tear ; 
But 'twas not grief she felt> nor fear : 
'Twas desolation^ hopdess^ drear f 

She seemed in this vast world alone ; 
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'Reft of her joy^ her guide^ her mighty 
Eren life itself was desert night. 

XXIV. 

St. Alban's, onward as they drew> 

« Spoke fearful symptoms of the war ; 

Tumultuous murmurs^ cries a^^ 
Wild roar^ that distance did subdue ; 
And (sit, from path unseen^ was heard 
Hocgg^^tramp^ or sho ut, or so lemn word ; 
And heavy sounds of woe and pain 
Led to the steps of wounded men. 
Unhorsed and plundered of their arms. 
And jealous still of new alarms. 
These Leonard questioned of the fate 
Of friends within St. Alban's gate. 
While Florence, with attention dread. 
Apart, in silence, bent her head. 
Little he learned ; for scant they knew, 
'Wildered in tumult of the fight. 
Of what had passed beyond their view ; 
But in one tale they all unite— 
The plundering fury of the foe 
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On those whom they o'ertake in flighty 
And their relentless^ coward blow ; 
All u rge tb" rtrftiTg"^ ^^ yn/Qi'o , 
Nor Alban's fatal barrier dare. 

XXV. 

Then ancient Leonard urged anew 

The dangers would her course pursue ; 

And Florence yielded now her ear> 

By truth warned^ not by idle fear. 

He led where steed might hardly gp 

Under the stretching, beechen bough> 

A scene of deep repose and gloom. 

Hushed as some lonely aisle, or tomb«-« 

So hushed, that here the bird of May 

Amid the leaves began her lay ; 

Not the known lay of joyous mom. 

But midnight hymn, sad, sweet and lorn ; 

Yet sometimes, as her cadence fell. 

Strange mournful murmurs seemed to swell — 

Sounds indistinct and dark, to wail. 

Or darkly hint, some dreadful tale. 

VOL. III. M 
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ZXVI. 

Sudden^ where opening branches yields 
Florence beheld the tented fields 
Beneath St. Alban's walla afar^ 
Spread with the various lines of war. 
Broad, moving masses she might view, 
And harrying bands of gleamy hue 
Preparing for the coming night ; 
And trains of horse, whose armour bright 
Flashed radianoe to the western light ; 
And trumpet-signals iiunt were heard 
And far — ^halloo and shouted word. 
All that there lived, seemed strong in strife. 
But 'twas for comforts, not for life— • 
All that there lived ! — alas, that thought ! 
What strife of hope and fear it brought ! 
While o'er the scene St. Alban's tower 
Looked sternly on the passing hour. 

xxvii. 
To th ia wild scene of war's array, — 
Where busy atoms of a day. 
Entrusted with brief rule, had proved 
By what slight springs their force is moved. 
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Opposed — great Nature tranquil lay. 

Though on the hiUs, hx to the West, 

Dark thunder-shadows awful rest. 

There power and grandeur seem combined 

With stiUness, as of brooding mind. 

The purple gloom lay deep and wide. 

Save where the umbered splendours glide ^ 

Broadly and silent o'er the vale. 

And touch with life the forests pale. -« 

XXVIII. 

While Florence watched, beneath the shade. 
The camp in KeyVField now arrayed, 
She shrunk, as danger seemed more near. 
Yet found impatience conquering fear; 
And, urging on a rapid flight. 
Ere hindered by advandng night. 
She looked, perchance, upon the way. 
Where now her dying husband lay I 
Urged by such ^ught, she paused no more ; 

And, as the Abbey's guardian roof 
Might shield him, should the last be o'er. 

There would she seek her first dread proof. 
m2 
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XXIX. 

She turned ber steeds and gave the rein^ 
But checked awhile his course again^ 
As from by-way and near ahe heard 
A slow wheel pressing the green-sward. 
It bore> beneath the veiling shade. 
Some wounded ehiefitain lowly laid. 
In dread attention Florence sees, 
As the light steals through parted trees. 
The mute train turn the jutting bank, 

(Where the high beech, of silver rind. 
Caught the slant sunbeam ere it sank,) 

And through the d eepening f orest wind. 
The level radiance, shooting far 
Within the shadows, touched that car ; 
And, glancing o'er a steely crest. 
Flushed the wan visage in it pressed. 
Too distant fell the slanting light 
To bring the features forth to sight ; 
But played on £slchions drawn around. 
Guarding their diief o*er dangerous ground ; 
And gleamed upon the silver badge. 
Of lofty servitude the pledge. 
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XXX. 

Florence restrained the impulse strongs 
That would have forced her to that throng, 
And Leonard hastened to explore 
Some signal of the Chief they bore^ 
While she, within the deepest gloom. 
Watched, as for sentence of her doom* 
She marked, when he o'ertook the chief. 
No gesture of surprise, or grief. 
Soon, where the broader foliage shed 

It's gloom o'er woodbanks high and steep. 

Beyond the warriors* way there creep 
A sandaled g^up with hooded head. 

Silently from the umbrage deep. 
This pil pim-band might scarce be known. 

Clad in their amice grey. 
From tint of boughs with moss o'ergrown ; 
But that s<mie dasp, or chainlet shone. 
And ruddy tinge their faces own 

Of the full Western ray. 

XXXI. 

As from the pass that shadowy train 
Sought Alban's sheltering aisles to gain. 
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Unknowing tliat the war's sad course 
Had thither brought Duke Richard's force. 
Sudden, the wounded Chief they meet. 
And, doubting, wondering, pitying, greet. 
Leonard, while he drew near, o'erheard 
The meeting Pilgrim's hailing word. 
And question, on the spreading war. 
And who was borne upon the car ? 
There lay Earl Stafford, wounded sore. 
Whom Buckingham must long deplore : 
Then prompt good wishes they exchange. 
State of the roads and pass declare^ 
Give news of war, and counsel fair 
How best the Pilgrims may arrange » 
Their distant way, through secret path. 
To gain; ere night, some quiet hearth. 

XXXII. 

Leonard asked tidings of his lord 

From all who, round that bleeding car. 

Halted with watchful eye and guard. 
And various rumours of the war 

They told, of chiefs slain, saved, or fled ; 

Clifford and Henry too were dead : 
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Brief and unsure was all they said. 
Bar|MaJ£iUluud^g ? He was slain—- 
Some told, and some denied again. 
Leonard, on mention of his death. 
With eager look and trembling breath. 
Straight to the Chi^ himself addressed 
His question ; who, howe'er distressed. 
Upraised with patient courtesy 
His languid head, to brief reply : — 
*' 'Twas said, that, early in the strife, 
Fitzharding fell, yielding his life 
To Richard's sword ; but then such tale 
Should not as certainty prevail ; 
For those engaged in ardent fight 
Know not who falls beyond their sight." 

XXXIII. 

Ere yet the hasty talk had passed. 
Swelled on the calm a darion's blast ; 
Then sudden and near shout thrilled high. 
And pain and terror's mingled cry. 
The Earl gave signal to proceed ; 
And wishes warm the conference dose 
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For life and health and safe repose. 
The car then moved with feeble speed. 
Fixed in dismay the Pilgrims stQod> 
Till Leonard^ pointing through the wood^ 
Told where a little dim path wounds 
Remote from Alban's fatal ground. 
Then bent he with the fearM tale 
To Florence. How may he prevail 
To lead her home ? How soothe her woes^ 
When his dire news he shall disclose ? 

xxxivl. 
While she had xinatched his Steps with doubts 
She heard the faint pursuing shout^ 
And marked where trailed the distant rout. 
But, even here, where all seemed lone. 
The dreariness was not-^her own ; 
At times came nearer voice, and yell 
Of Pandering bands, or bugle's swell 
In signal-call, or laughter loud. 
Horrid to her, as voice from shroud ! 
Others there were who shunned the road. 
Anxious to reach some safe abode. 
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Ere yet the brooding tempest fell ; 

For 80 the gestures seemed to tell 

Of men, who, on the wild heath turned. 

And p^ting where the red gloom burned, 

A moment paused, as if to say 

*' How dark the storm comes on our way I" 

XXXY. 

Sudden, while Silence slept around. 
Ha* courser listened, as if sound 

Disturbed his watchfol ear ; 
With feet outstretched and rising mane. 
Averted head and eyes, that strain, 

He gazed, in stiffening fear ; 
Then reared, and, with a restive bound. 
He bore her from that fearful ground. 
Ere she had aught perceived for dread. 
Or sound had heard, that terror spread. 
Vainly she tried to rein her steed ; 
So docile late, he keeps his speed. 
Though now they meet a haggard group. 
Who, with fierce gesture and wild whoop. 

Would cheek his rapid flight ; 
M 5 
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Trying^ when near, to snatch the rein ; 
To diase, when passed ; bat still in vain; 

He bears her from their might, 
zzxvi. 
Pencil alone may trace such woe 
As darkened faithful Leonard's brow. 
When he had readied the oak's lone gloom 
Where Florence dared to meet her doom. 
And found her not ! But, while around 
He searched the close embowered ground, 
A form terrific fixed his eyes. 

Sheltered within the thickest shade. 

There lay a pale and dying head : 
In blood an armoured warrior lies ! 
It was his lowly, filtering groan i 
His casque, where a stray light had shone. 
And might giro glimpse of ghastly face. 

Betrayed him to the startled steed ; 

Who bore his mistress off at speed. 
Ere she his cause of fear could trace. 

XXXVII. 

Ere Leonard, 'neath the darksome bought 
Might the dead form, or feature, know. 
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A fearful aound and shrill and high 
Upon the rushing breeze went nigh. 
A shriek it seemed— again he hears 
The roice^ that summoned all his fears. 
Once more he listened^ but the breece 
Rolled lonely o'er the bended trees. 
And died, but, as it swelled again, 
Brou^t on it's tide that note of pain ! 
Leonard, ere yet the plaint might close. 
Turned his good steed the way it rose. 



END OP THE FIFTH CANTO. 
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THE EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE. 

6CBNB — WITHIN THE TOWN AND ABBEY OP 

ST. ALBAN's. 

I. 

Though now^ within St. Alban's wall. 

Was hushed the turmoil of the day^ 
The crash of arms^ the Chieftain's call. 

The onset shout, the clarion's bray. 
The stillness there was scarce less dread 
Of those, who, looking on the dead. 
In voice suppressed and trembling spake, 

As if they feared the very sound. 
Or, that it might disturb, or wake 

The victims stretched around. 
Yet, sometimes, 'mid this calm of fear. 
Rose sudden cries of woe most drear 

For friend or kinsman found. 
But^ though the slain filled all the ground. 
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No brother yet dared brother move^ 
Or close his eyes with pious love ; 

And^ though amid that ghastly band 

Lay chiefs and nobles of the land^ 
Yet might no man his pity prove ; 
Nor herald take his fearfiil course^ 
To know and name the new-made corpse. 

II. 
Earl Warwick ruled that woeful hour. 
What were compassion 'gainst his power ? 
How many^ fiedlen upon that heap^ 

Warm and alive^ but suocourless. 
Had there unnoticed found the sleep 

His will might never more distress ! 
While he disputed^ planned^ arranged 

Ambition's little dream of feme. 
Or with his peers, or knights, exchanged 

Some narrow points of rival claim. 
And thus it went till even-tide ; 

And then the mitred fathers' cry. 
That those who had, on each side, died. 
Should rest with equal honours here. 
Was coldly granted ; while a tear 
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Of saddest pity filled his eye^ 

Who pleaded for such ministry. 
The monks^ too, asked an armed band 
Might round their Abbey portals standi 
And yet another goard their way^ 
When they their pious dues should pay> 
And step amid th' unhallowed troop^ 
Who o'er the dead and dying stoop. 

III. 
Then went the heralds on their rounds 

Proclaiming forth the dead ; 
And^ following on that blood-stained ground^ 

York's plundering lancemeA sped. 
And then^ sustained by courage high^ 
Pale brothers of the monastery^ 
.Solemn and still and sad went by ; 
iNor shrunk they> with an Useless fear^ 
ITo do their awfiil office here. ^ 

IV. 

Then straight were borne to Alban's aisle^ 
Rescued by guard from wanton spoils 
Dead chief and prince and noble knight, 
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High plumed, and harnessed far the fight. 
To rest, all in their steely gear. 
In consecrated chapel there ; 
Knights, who that very morning rode 

Beneath the Abbey's tower. 
And hardly owned the earth they trod, 

Or any earthly power* 
So light in hope, so high in pride. 
Pranced they to battle, side by side : 
Now under Death's dim flag enrolled, 
Their transient story now all told ; 
Still, comrades, side by side, they go. 

And side by side, though shrined in brass. 

Must soon into oblivion pass ; 
Scarce word shall live, nor sign, to show 
What spirit's dust sleeps there below. 

V. 

'Twas well Duke Richard granted guard ; 
Much need had they of warlike ward — 

Those hooded monks xmd lay ; - 
Since armour rich of men they bear 
The conquerors might strive to tear 

From the dead corpse away. 
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And hardly did the guardian sword. 
Or written sign of Richard's word, 

Deter from bloody fray. 
And scarce the palls the Abbot sent 

To shade the noble slain. 
While through the -open street they went. 

Could hide bright casque, or chain. 
Oft would a sullen murmur run 

From lancemen rude the porch beside. 
That the rich armour they had won 

Should be preserved for chieftain's pride ; 
That they, who braved so much of toil. 
Should share not in the hard-earned spoU. 
They laughed in scorn, when it was said. 
Such spoil would in the grave be laid. 
Fit shrouding for a warrior dead. 
Forty and nine of dead alone 

Then bear they through the gate ; 
And many wounded men unknown. 
Their pious care and pity own. 

Too oft in dying state. 
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VI. 

How moumfol was tHe scene and dread 

Of monks around those warriors dead. 
Laid out in aisle and nave. 

When, through the western window's height^ 

The red sun, ere he sunk in night. 
His last sad farewell gave ! 
vHis beams a darkened glory threw, 
|Tinged with that gorgeous window's hue. 

On every vault and arch on high ; 

Glanced on each secret gallery, 

And half unveiled it's mystery ; 

While shrine and bier and form of woe 

Lay sunk in shadows deep below. 

Grand as the closing battle-hour. 

Yet gloomy as it's fateful power. 

Hovered that light above the slain. 

Last light of their last day, and vain. 

VII. 

'Twas at this hour of twilight pale. 
When curfew-bell gave heavy wail, 
A Pilgr im to the Abbey came 
Brief rest and timely aid to claim. 
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While seated in Refectory 

Thus did he to the warders state^ 
That« trusting to no bravery^ 

But to his honoured weed^ his fate> 
He passed alone the tented line 
Of Richard's camp^ his outer guard> 
And the town barrier's watch and ward. 
Now, when the Abbey-band asked sign. 
And answer due to their watch- word. 
He ne'er before their pass had heard. 
Then other means he tried to gain 
The warders, and tried not in vain ; 
His gift bestowed, he pressed his way. 
Where dim the oonrent portal lay. 

VIII. 

Lofty and dark that porch arose. 

By fits the vaulting shown. 
When the tossed torch a red flash thrown 
O'er thick-ribbed arch and crowning rose. 

And hooded hee of ca rved stone . 
While passed the dead and Ajiag through. 
Th^e watched the Pilgrim, hid from view. 
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Within a torret's dusky stair^ 
Whence he might note what corpse they bear ; 
He watched^ with fixed and tearless eye> 
The warrior's death-march crowding by. 

IX. 

Under the gloom of portal door. 
On bier and shield while soldiers bore 
The hopeless wounded and the dead. 
Pale monks with lifted torches led. 
And Abbey-knights in silence ward ; 
Following came lancemen, as rear-guard. 

The dying forms, then passing by, 
Showed every shade of misery. 
Mingling with warlike pageantry. 
Some lay in quilted brigandine. 
Others in polished armour shine. 

And some in surcoat blazoned high. 
Some were in 'bossed and damasked steel. 

With threatening crest and plumed head ; 
These the closed helmet-bars conceal. 

On others the raised vizor shed 

A shade athwart the eyes more dread 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



S6Q 8T. ALBANIA ABBEY. 

Even than the wounds it might expose. 

And some there were« whose shroud-like mail> 

Binding the chin and forehead pale> 
Would all the dying look disclose ! 
1 that poor look> that sinking eyc^ 
When glanced a light from torch on high^ 
Held by some mute o'erbending monk> 
Of ghastly air and visage shrunk ; 
Whose wanness^ though of different hue 
From Ins, that lay beneath his view> 
Yet, seen beside the living tint 

Of men, who bore the corpse away. 
Seemed but a fleeting shadowy hint 

Of one, who had lived yesterday. 
As with still step he passed along 
The wounded and the dying throng. 

^ X. 
Once, as the grave's dark guests pass by, 
The Pilgrim's sad and bursting sigh 
Betrayed him in that shaded nook ; 

And, as the sound fell oh the ear 

Of monk, attendant on the bier. 
He raised his torch around to look. 
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It showed him but the portal-roof, 
The studded gates, long battle-proof. 
The low-browed door and turret-stair. 
And not the dark weed resting there. 
And, had he spied that pilgrim-weed. 
The form beneath he might not read. 
Nor guess the world there hid, the fears. 
The trembling thought, that sees and hears. 
In every shape, in every sound. 
Image, or hint of grief profound ; 
The pang, that seeks the worst to know. 
Yet shrinks, and shuns the meeting woe. 
Affection's pang, o'er-watching care. 
And, sickness of the heart ! despair. 
Yes ; it was Florence there who stood. 

Watching each passing corpse. 
And waiting till a firmer mood 

Might bear her on her course. 

XI. 

And, when the mingled crowd was passed 

Of living and of dead. 
And the great portal, closed so £ut, 
* Echoed no sound of dread. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



262 ST. ALBAN^S ABBBY. 

On noiseless foot pale Florence paced 
The Abbey-oourt—and cloister traced 

And hall and chamber's gloom^ 
Forsaken gallery^ dim stair^ 
Remote from steps of ceaseless care> 

Fast thronging round the tomb. 
No voice through stillness stole> no sound 
Through all the widely vacant round. 
Door after door^ in long display. 
Still led where distant chambers lay. 
Shown by fixed lamp, or taper's ray. 

XII. 

By such ray, trembling on the gloom. 

She passed through many a vaulted room ; 

In one she paused, flung back her hood. 

And, with an eager frenzy, viewed 

What, silent, in the centre stood. 

The board, that feasted living guest. 

Behold ! was now the dead man's rest ! 

For banquet-cloth — a winding sheet ! 

That, lifted by the face and feet. 

Veiled, yet made known, some form of death. 

Laid out, unwatched, unwept, beneath ! 
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Honour had watched his living ooane. 
Terror and Pity wound his corpse^ 
But Sorrow bends not by his bier ! 
Though now^ perchance^ her steps are near. 

ZIII. 

A shuddering instinct yet withheld 
FI<Mrence from seeking^ who was veiled ; 
And even the dread uncertainty 
Whose countenance she here might see — 
Even this seemed momentary shield 
From truth, that might be there revealed.'^ 
With eyes fixed on that winding shroud, 

Powerless she stood beside the dead ; 
Came o'er her sight a misty cloud ; 

Through all her frame a tremour spread ; 
A stillness of the heart — a trance 
Held her, like statue in advance ; 
One hand just raised to lift the veil. 
But checked, as life itself must fail. 
If one loved face should there lie pale. 
A moment passed — she raised the shroud. 
Fell o'er her sight a darker cloud ! 
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No cry she uttered ; dropped no tear ; 
But sunk beside the Warrior's bier. 
There by a lay-monk was she founds 
When passing on his wonted round; 
There> like a broken lily, laid ^ 

Half-hid^ within her pilgrim-shade; 
And thence^ with hopeless care^ conveyed. 

XIV. 

Though closed the Abbey's outer gate. 
Still, through low porch and postem-door, 
Pikemen the dead and dying bore 

To the near aisles, where monks await. 

And watch around th' expiring chief. 

With aiding pity, silent grief; 

And every form of horror view. 

Yet calm their duteous task pursue. ' 

rii iQi III iliM MiMllr was, on this night. 
Shrine-watcher on the southern aisle. 
Pacing o'^r brass-bound graves the while. 

By the pale, sickly, waning light 

Of yellow tapers, ranged in state 

O'er tombs of the departed ^eat. 
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Under the transept's shrined shade 
No victim of the war was laid ; 
Yet, as with slow and heavy tread 
Passed on the bearers of the dead, 
Clement a prayer of requiem said. 

. XV. 
From these new relics of War's rage 
Taming, it did his pain assuage 

To look on marble sepulchre. 

And ponder Latin register 
Of those, who ruled here in past age. 
He thought of Fbedbriok the Bold, 

Laid out in monumental brass, 
Who, casting off his cope of gold. 

Armed at all points stood in the pass. 
When STorman William came of old ; 

And, sprung himself from royal race, 
(Canute, the Dane, spoke in his vein) 

Defied the Conqueror to his face* 
Clement now almost saw his form- 
That warlike Abbot, rising dim 

VOL. III. N 
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From the grove's sleep> as roused by storm 

Of battle, then approaching him ; 
And oouki have thought his annour's gleam 
Did through the chanoel-^hadows stream ; 
Nay that his very shape stood there. 
With face all haggard, wan and spare. 
And plumage staring o'er his crest. 
As if wild horror it expressed^ 

XVI. 

Was this a vision that he idggrgd. 

Wrought by o'erwatching of the mind ? 

It seemed along the shade to wind. 
And rest in thoughtful attitude. 
All in the aisle was lone and still. 
But from the distant nave a thrill, 
A murm ur deep and sti^ed broke ; 

Where monks, as they ^ the dead laid out. 
In voice of strange lamenting spoke. 

As if half fearing, half devout. 
Clement, the way that moaning came. 

One moment turned his eye : 
What was it shook his lofty frame ? 

What wrung from him that sigh ? ^ 
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He drew upon Ms fiace his hood^ 

Deep rapt awhile in thoughtful mood ; — 

When able to lift up his mien^ 
On the choir-st^ that yisioP stood . 

That unknown shade, so dimly seen. 
So woe-begone and stem it's look. 
The Monk with sudden terror shook. 
He signed himself, and passed the way 
Where other shrine-watch yet might stay. 

XVII. 

It waved him back with lofty sign. 

Then trod the aisle alone. 
In stately step^ to Catherine's shrine,^ 

And spoke in stifled tone. 
But Clement, still o'ercome with dread. 
Before that warlike image fled. 
It was no phantom that stood there. 
But a true knight of Lancaster ; 
Who, 'mid a crowd of monks, that bore 
A warrior through St. Mary's door, 
Had here a dreadful refuge ta'en 
Among the dying and the slain. 

N? 
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He craved of Clement secrecy. 

That he might here in shelter be. 

Having escaped, at midnight hour. 

Prom those, who watdied around this tower. 

XVIII. 

The Monk^ well pleased with fear to part, 
And aid Lancastrian Knight distressed. 
Welcomed the stranger to his heart. 

And freely granted all his quest. 
He pointed to a littl^M^sir. 
Wound upward o'er the transept th^e ; 
He pointed, but they heard, remote, 

]>ull, measured footsteps fall. 
And saw through Mary's portal float 

Slowly, a sable pall. 
Distant, upon the aisle it turned. 
Where Gloucester's chantry-tapers burned. 
The stranger stood, with brow intent 
Upon that inoumfial vision bent : - 
So pale and still, though stern, his look. 

Image he seemed, forsook of life. 
But that his cresting plumage shook. 

And told of passion's strife. 
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All reckless of liiibself he st<K)d, 

While on the bearers drew> 
Till Clement roused him from his mood^ 

And led him from their view. 
mx. 
Within a Httle secret door 
Of this side aisle^ they now explore 
A stair , that goes within the wall 

To gall eries on Mgh ; 
These ran behind dose arcades small 

Along the transept nigh. 
The arches round, the pillars short, 

(With capitals uncarved and square,} 

Changing each sin^e arch to pair, 
Seem by rude hand of Saxon wrbnght. 
Or Norman William's earliest train : 
So massy is their' ^hape and plain. 
Hid in these gallmes, unknown, 

A stranger long might be. 
Yet on the shrines and tombs look down. 

And all there passing see. 
Such channels run, in double tier. 
Through every aisle and transept here ; 
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Yet goes not one> unchecked, the round 
And bendings of this mystic ground. 

But, broke by window, arch, or pier. 
The narrow way is often found. 

XX. 

Within that little secret door, 
A few steps of the Choir before, 
Clement the mournful stranger led. 
While passed, upon his funeral bed. 
Unwept, unknown, that warrior dead. 
The pall had shifted ftom it's hold. 
And showed a casque of steel and gold, 

A LION PASSANT CrOSt i 

And, just beneath the vizor raised. 
The eyes, for ever fixed and glazed, 

A warrior's death confessed. 
Two men-at-arms stepped slowly near 
A Poursuivant, before the bier ; 
And, as they passed, the Knight coUld hear 
The watch-monk, Clement, feebly say> 
" Who passes to his grave» I pray/* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ETEKING AFTBE THE BATTLE. 2T1 

The herald dei^ed not word to giye> 
Save " Live King Henry ! Henry live !— " 
The Knight then^ in his secret cell^ 
No longer mi^t his feelings quell ; 
But stepped upon the aisle to leam. 
What friend or comrade he must mourn. 

XXI. 

The bier had passed away the wihile> 

The herald at it's side. 
And, as he turned upon the aisle. 

Where nave and choir divide. 
The stranger did Portcullis l&ow. 
And princely S omerse t laid low. 
With bended head and downward eye. 
He mused in grief to see 
The Chief so oft of victory. 
Whom last he viewed Wd banners high 
And trumpets' pride and shout of joy* 
While thus the warrior dwelt in thought. 

The Monk, respectful of his pain. 
No word of consolation sought. 

Impertinent and vain ; 
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But w;»tched him^ witix a low-breathed sighj 
And look <^ gentle fympathy : 
Till the Knight^ fearing further Btay, 
Turned round and signed the Monk away ; 
And Clement led him up the:flight. 
That opened on the gallery height* 

xxn. 
The beams^ that rote from ihrine and tomb. 
Broke on that stair-flight's distant gloom> 
As now the Knight and Monk ascend ; 

And, seen beyond low arches there. 
Tall fretted windows rose in air. 

And with the transept^^badows blend 
Dim form of warrior and of saint. 
Traced gloomily by mcimtbeam ^unt. 
These words the Monk at parting gave, 

'' Sir Kni^t, whater^ yon may see 

Within this hidden gallery,^ 
Sir Knight, be watchful, mute, and brave ; 

The way is little' known. 
And you are safe from human ill 
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If yoQ shall secret be iAd srtill': — 

*' I leave yoa not alone !" 
The Stranger yielded to his vrSl, 

But answer made he none. 
Yet much he mnaed on the dark Word^ 
That might some inward hint afford ^ 
Of those he feared^ this nighty to see 
Changed by Death's awful mystery. 

XXIII. 

Within the pillared drch/ unseen^ 

He stood and looked beneath ; 
Transept and aisle lay deep between 
This angle and the Nave's long scene 

Of suffering and death. 
Obscure in that far distance^ lay 
This scene of mortal misery ; 

And, where tall arches rose. 
Each arch, discovering the way 
To what beyond might passing be. 

Did some dread group disclose. 
Pale phantoms only seemed to glide 
Among the torches there, 
N 5 
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And stoop upon the tomb's low side. 

In busy, silent care : 
Unseen the deathly form below^ 
Unseen the pale^ reflected woe 

On miens, that each woe share ; 
The sable cowl appeared alone. 
Or glimpse of helm, or corslet, shown 

By the red torch's glare. 

XXI. 

Distinct, no soond arose, nor word 
Along the vaults and arches spread. 
Save that low murmur, shrill and dread. 

Which in the Choir the Warrior heard ; 

While still the heavy march, afiEur, 

Brought on neif victims of the war. 

Down the long south aisle swept his eye. 

Upon whose verge two hermits lie ; 

Athwart that aisle, in farthest gloom. 
The frequent torch was seen to glide. 

Borne by the henilds of the tomb ; 
And, hurrying to the cloister-side. 

Lay-monks oft bore upon the bier. 
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Into the dormitory near. 

Bodies where life might yet abide. 
And^ ever as the Knight beheld 

Those mournful shadows go. 
Terror and high impatience swelled^ 

The hte of friends to know. 

XXV. 

Then sadly he withdrew his eye 
Fran scene of Death's dark pageantry. 

Shaped out in garb so strange^ 
And bent it on the view below> 
The southern transept's gorgeous show^ 

In long and ordered range 
Of chantry, chapel, and of shrine. 
Where lights for ever were to shine. 
And priests for ever — ever pray 
For soul of those, whose mortal day 
Within the still, cold marble lay. 
On hi^, the broad round arches rose. 

That prop the central tower. 
Where, north and south, the long roof goes. 
That either transept gr^dly shows 
In full perspectiTe power. 
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Dimly those arches hong in iiight> 

Interminable to the ai^it^ 

While foee the massy piers to yibw. 

The distant torch their shadows threw 

Broadj dark^ and 1^ aiooncL 

Like Warders o'er this ^eomy ground, 

Those Norman p illars Btocd ?and frowng 

latvt. 
On either side, in transept^wall^ 
Where rise four poin^ ardies saBaD, 

Now silent, dark and lone. 
Four dedicated chapels lay. 
Receding from the open way. 

Whence rose due orkon. 
Tapers beamed on each alt«r th^fe> 
'Mid image carved and picture iailr. 
la one the priest sang nightly prayer 
For Tynemouth's Prior, Delamere, 
Once ruler of the Abbey here. 
Not that within this chapel's shade. 
His coffined bones were ever laid ; 
But in the chancel, graved on brass. 

His stately form, with mitred head. 
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Still guards liifif low and silelit bed/ 
Where he such happy houro ^d pa^ 
Calm is the countenance' and wisey • 
With lids, that shade the thoughtful ey«9. 
So exquisite the graven plate. 
So fine the form, so old the state. 
Oh ! may it long be spared the fate 
Of other sad memorials near, 
Tom ruthlessly from reverend bier 
Of abbot, knight, of prince and peer. 

XXVII. 

As now the Stranger caught some strain. 
Memorial of the newly slain. 
Or heard the tender notes that plead 
For spirit freed from mortal weed. 

Pity and grief his eyes oppressed. 

And tears fell on his warrior breast ; 
Such requiem might his father need ! 
He turned him from the moving strain. 
And paced the gallery dim again ; 
With quick unequal step he paced, 
And oft that gallery retraced. 
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Once, as he reached the farther end. 
Another pathway, low and small. 
Winding within the eastward wall. 

Seemed &r away to bend. 



SHD OF THB SIXTH CANTO. 
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SCENE IN THE MONASTERY. 

I. 
Thb Warrior stood, and marvelled where 

The secret way he spied might go. 
Whether to turret high in air. 

Or to some penanoe-eell below ; 
When, as he looked, a beuoaj^Jigbt 
Dawned througli the gallefy's long night. 
He passed upon that silent way. 
And came where many a darting ray 
Through the broad Saxon mouldings stray 
Of a deegiJ^IsiULdoor, 
With nMBsy iron studded o'er. 
Unclosed it stood, yet nought between 
Of cell, or winding stair was seen. 
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II. 
He paused^ and anxious bent his head> 

For a faint wailing seemed to rise. 
Like that of mourner o'er the dead : 

He would not mourner's tears surprise. 1 

But soon the murmur died remote, ^ 

Nor any sounds on silence fidat. I 

It might have come from hearse of death, I 

In chancel-aisle, unseen, beneath. 
He passed the jealous Saxoi jdoor; 
And stepped up<Mi a covered floor ! 
Within appeared a cha^^r. small^ 
Crowned with a vaulting, ridi-a«d tall. 
With slender central staff for stay, / 

Whence the traced branch of kiBtifitand iower 

Spread, like a shadowing, simuneir-bower. 
Where evening's slant beaina stray» . 

A vgljgflti fiiytain, drawn aside^ 
Showed bay-rec ess, of fr^iSssaA pn^ 
Where, on the windoMT's stately brow. 
Vision of angels strove to glow. 
As waiting orison below ; 
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For there 'an altar was-arrayd,. 

And consecrated tapers -^(me^ 
That such poor feeble homage paid. 

As mortals pay by forms, alone. 
Beneath that curtain's sweeping fold 
Were ancient reliqaes^ set in gold ; 
And, open on the altar, see 

A \nissal, gold and yelvet bound. 
And on the step, just pressed by knee, 

A cu shion T iroi dered round. 
The down had not regained it's sheen. 
Where the low bended knee had been. 
Yet there no living step was seen. 

IV. 

Thejj2j^ept her still wj^^^jmJdgh, 
'Mid surges of a stormy sky ; 
And, on the fre tted window ^s pane. 
Illumined the rich pencilled stain 
Of groups, that wake and die. 
As sweeps the varying shadow by. 
Now, as those angel-forms appear 
And vanish in the shaded air. 
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Most Strangely seemed each transient face 
Some guardian spirit of the place. 

y. 
A moment stood the Knight to gaze 

Upon this chapel's circling bound ; 
The blazoned walls showed helpful ph^e^ 

And the high scenes of holy ground. 
O'er an Mrched d oor^ that caught his riew^ 
St. Andrew's shielded sign he knew. 
Carved on the stone, and, close besi^. 
This Abbey's mitre-crest of pride. 
Another shield, with wheat-sh€af, near. 
Spelt of the Abbot ruling here, 
Wheathampstede of the lengthened days. 
A moment stood the Knight, to gaze , 

Upon the bending form above. 

As watchful in its fretted cove. 
The sainted bishop — Bishop Blaize. 

VI. 

AuQtbsr £u2P> ^^ 8F serene, ^ 

Above the Saxon door was seen : 
S^t Duqgton, he, whose harp all lone 
Sounded in such celestial tone. 
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As if from airy choir^ at eve. 

Whom mortal eyes may not perceive. 

With careful pause the Stranger viewed 

That Saint's enraptured attitude. 

A cr ystal lamp > suspended high. 

Touched with keen light his upward eye ; 

As if a beam of heavenly day 

Fdl^ while he watched a seraph's way> 

And listened, in mute ecstasy 

The slow ascending strains decay. 

So fine the passion of his eye. 

It seemed to speak both tear and sigh ; 

And the fiallen drop upon his cheek 

Spoke more than words themselves may speak. 

, VII. 

He passed the door with cautions tread ; 
It to a v gulte d c hamj jer led, v 

With storied tapestry dressed around ; 
A screen of carved oak was it's bound. 
In lofty oriel, light and rich, 
(Xercanopied, like mural niche, 
Kigg.^a, as the moonbeams glide, 
^^limmered, in pall of purple pride. 
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Abore^ the trefoil-traced piuae 
Disphjed, in bright and raried stain^ 
Th' allasive arms^ or oognizanoe. 
Of Abbots, long departed thenoe. 
This bay looked on the platfom green 
Of Abbot's eloister, that was seen 
In streamy light and slanting shade. 
By the tall transept's turret made. 
From it's bowed roof a ailyer l%ht ' 
Hung, and a trembling radiance shed 
O'er the worn brow and hoary head 
(With snow of seventy winters white) 
Of a lone form, that sat beneadi 
Pallid and still, as shape ci death. 
The Abbot , in his mit red d iair. 
Wearied with grief and watch, slept there. 
And, from such deep and kind repose. 
Such seeming peace of heart as nbw 
Beams blessedness around his brow. 
Oh ! must he wake to farmer woes ? 

vni. 
To the armed Knight, who near him stood. 
He seemed a Saint in tranced inood. 
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Or who had bjreitbed hi» awi nii^ay. 
And left below, the paUid day 
Impressed with sign of heatenly bliss^ 
Instead of morftal hs^^ness. • . : . 
On the hig h desk befsy e him lay 

The bles sed Sriptu res> shown by light 
Of waxen tapers, braaehing there**-- 
The study, that had dosed his day. 

And calmed the terron of the night 
With heayenward hope and heart-felt prayer. 

His crown of earthly honour stood 

Behind him^^and a purple hood 

HaK shrouded, in it's stead, the snow 

That slept, like moonlight^ioa his brow : 

His vest and tunide of gold. 

His ample train of gracefol fold. 

And all the pomp, that had arrayed 
His presence, when thei^Kingwas by. 
Now dropped as cumbrous pageantry ; 

He wore his robe of eTenin^shade. 

DC. 

The Stranger, careful, watched this vest ; 
Scarce breathed the sigh, that heaved his breast, * 
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Nor even the gaontlet-liands ungrasped, 

That^ on his first appnAch^ he clasped ; 

Nor did his lifted step advance^ 

Lest any sound might break the trance^ 

That spread it's blessing veil of peace 

Upon the sorrows of that face. 

So rapt the Warrior stood and stilly 

His very plume obeyed his will^ 

Nor waved^ nor trembled on the air^ 

But watched^ like mourning honours, there. 

X. 

Changed were sleep's soothing visions now ; 
A frown shot o'er the father's brow. 
He breathed a deep^ yet feeble moan^ 
As if his dreams had sorrow known ; 
And shuddering with the muttered tone> 
The fiatncied grief, his senses own^ 
He starts. A knight in armour there | 
In silence by hi s slee ping chair I 
How has he passed^ unheard^ unseen. 
By those, who wait without the screen — 
The page and chaplain waiting there ? 
An ^rmed knight before his chair ! 
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XI. 

He gazed> with startled^ anxious eye^ 
Yet marked^ as soared the plume on high^ 
The mimic red-rose^ blooming by^ 
And^ where the vizor overspread , 

£yes> whose keen fire> through Pity's tear^ 
A softened^ trembling lustre shed^ 

(As stars through fleecy clouds appear.) 
By that red-rose and gentle tear 
He knew a knight of Lancaster ; 
And by that glanoe> those features bold^ 
That gallant air^ that warlike mouldy 
He knew his race and lineage old ; 
And^ while his knee the Knight had bent^ 
And reverently^ with humble head^ 
Crav ed shel ter in his Abbey's nave^ 
Meek from his chair the Father leant. 
And, with spread hands, his blessing gave 
And words of kindly import said. 
** Bar on Fitzh arding ! welcome here. — " 
The Abbot paused in generous fear. 
** Welcome ! alas ! that may not be» 
In lodgment with your enemy. 
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Dl-oome 1 I fear^ in tkis sad hour. 
Where you may me Duke Richard's power; 
For here^ this night, his court he keeps. 
While royal Henry captive sleeps." 

ZII. 

Now, whmi he heard his King was there, 
Fitsharding all things well could dare. 
To see and greet his royal lord. 
But soon the Father's solemn word 
Assured him the attempt were yam. 
I>uke Hichard's guard and courtier-train 
So dosely hemmed the conquered King, 
That such adventure might even bring 
Death on himself> and dread to all 
Sheltered within the Abbey walL 
Nay, if the Baron here wexe seen. 
Bequest and bribe might fail to screen 
From Richard's sudden n^e the life. 
Sought by him foremost in the strife. 

XIZI. 

Fitsharding felt a flush o'ospread 
His cheek— and sternly raised his head. 
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At mention of request to shield 
His life from him he sought in field ; 
But checked his speech, and quelled his pride. 
While he stood by the Abbot's side. 
The Father spoke with pitying sigh, 
" In secret cell you safe may lie 
•^ Till the dark storm has passed by ; 
And such a shrouding cell is nigh. 
But must be sought without delay. 
For even here 'twere death to stay." 
And, while he spoke, he looked behind 
And listened, in his chair reclined — 
*Tw as but the hollnw m ^giy^^g wtthI- 
And then he asked by what dark way 
The Knight this chamber did essay } 

XIV. 

Again a sound ; and now was heard 

A heavy step draw nigh ; 
He left unsaid th' attempted word. 

And backward turned his eye. 
Where, distant, stretched the oaken screen,^ 

And paler grew his pallid cheek, 

VOL. III. o 
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While his dim eyes the footsteps seek 
Of one without-i— unseen. 
He signed Fitzharding to depart 

And wait within^ till signal made : 
But the firm Warrior's swelling hearty 

His lingering footstep stayed. 

XV. 

From the carved screen and ante-room 

A Monk^ with countenance of gloom^ 

Came forth with feeble pace and s^ow^ 

With frequent pause and stated bow ; 

The shaven circlet on his head 

No scapulary dark o'erspread^ 

Nor dimmed the pale lines on his brow« 

Or the faint downcast eye belowj 

Yet^ as he came with sullen tread^ 

No word of fear or hope he said^ 

Till he had reached the Father's chair« 

And bent him low in reverence there. 

Then faint he spoke — " Duke Richard s^kU ; 

He my Lord Abbot s wiU attends." 
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XVI. 

Scarce Had he said> wbea martial stride^ 
Quicks firm^ and tnie^ was heard without ; 

A page the folded door threw wide^ 
And then arose a distant shout 

Of men exulting in their choice 

From court beyond ; and nearer voice 

Affecting to restrain the cheer^ 

As ill-timed and unseemly here ; 

Then steps again^ and ring of steel 

From chainlet and from armed heel. 

That voice burst on Fitzharding near^ 

Like trumpet on the charger's ear. 

And even the Abbot's warning glance 

Might scarce restrain the Knight's advance; 

Till the pale Father waved his hand 

With look of absolute command^ 

And pointed whither he should go; 

So panted he to meet the foe^ 

Who held his royal master low. 

No time for speech^ or wordj of graee ; 

So near and rapid was the pace^ 
o2 
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He scarce might dose the Chapel cUkh% 
Ere the Duke trod the Abbofis floor. 
Sach presNit haste became him well. 
Whose lengthened oonncils and debate 
So long had made the Father wait. 
And kept him from his nightly cell 
Beyond the hour Mmself had named. 
For urging rights himself bad claimed. 

XVII. 

Now, where sm^lJffithULwindow drew 

It's open tracery in the wall ; 
Fitzharding, all unseen, might view 

Duke Richard in the Abbot's hall ; 
And, with stem interest, survey 
How he had borne the battle-day : — 
He, whom, last seen in narrow space, 
Fitzharding challenged face to fiatee ; 
And surely had him prisoner made. 
But for his henchmen's sudden aid. 
Now by the Abbot's quiet chair 
He sat, with proud yet troubled air ; 
His plume and casque were laid aside. 
For lighter cap, of crimson pride. 
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Graced with the budding rose of snow : 

Dark was his eye, and flashed his brow : 

111 pleased he seemed^ thoagh coiiqiieror> 

As if bnt loftier sufferer ; 

And weariness his face o'erspread. 

Rough was each word^ and hoarse^ he said ; 

For loud command^ debate and fray 

Had worn his voice^ through that long day. 

XVIII. 

He came to claim the Abbot's word> 

That he would not in secrecy 

Shield a Lancastrian enemy ; 
And some were even there^ he heerd^— 
Some^ he well knew^ were in these walls. 
Ready anew to stir up brawls : 
Each such he claimed for prisoner ; 
They had, provoked the cruel war. 
The Abbot, mild, yet firm, replied,-«i 

The Church must shelter those, who sought 
For sanctuary at her side ; 

Not mock the laws she always taught. 
He would not, dared not break her laws. 
However high the temporal cause. 
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If such men were these walls within^ 
Here must they rest^ unsought^ unseen* 
He crared the Duke would not profime 
The rights his duty must maintain* 

XIX. 

Richard gave prompt and brief reply^ 

That lightly he would ne'er defy 

The Church's right of sanctuary ; 

But these were times when such Church law 

Would loose the chain/ that held in awe 

The guilty and the dangerous man. 

He would not answer for the end. 
How strict soe'er his orders ran. 
If his men found an enemy 
Were screened in aisle or monastery ; 

Then must the Church herself defend ! 
'Twere better silently to yield. 
For once^ the sanctuary's shield^ 
And point where foes might lie concealed'^: 
Lest blood the Abbey -pavement stain. 
And all the Church's guard were vain. 
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XX. 

He paused — the Father silent sate. 

Reluctant to provoke debate. 

Though scornful of Duke Richard's threat ; 

And, when his look the threatener's met. 

His trembling Hmbs confessed, his ire. 

And, his eyes flashed with transient fire, 

That glowed an instant on his cheek. 

And thus his thronging thoughts might speak ; 

'' If blood on sacred ground be shed. 

The punishment is sure and dread." 

XXI. 

The prudent Abbot ceased awhile. 
And calmed his eye and smoothed his brow ; 

For he had seen Duke Richard's smile- 
Dark smile of scorn ! portending woe. 

'^ I will not vouch my soldiers' grace. 

No, not in Alban's diariest place ! 

His very shrine may be profaned ; 

His very shroud with gore be stained : 

Yield then my enemies in peace. 

And then all fear and care may cease." 
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XXII. 

The Father^ rismg from his chair^ 

In horror of Duke Richard's speech^ 
And heedless of such fear or care. 

Disdained all words, that would beseech ; 
And thus he said, *' An instant doom 

Falls on the wretch, if such there be. 
Who violates St. Albaa's tomb. 

Or trespasses on sanctuary I 
Of all St. Alban's sons, not one 

But would avenge his Saint, or die. 
And triumph in such glory won. 

And yield his life without a sigh ! 
And, for the rest, if soldier dare 
Rive private door or private 8tair> 

Or climb, in sordid search of prey,— - 
For the last Ban let him prepare. 

The Ban I shudder but to say ! 

Think you, my lord, I will betray 
My church, w break her smallest law ? 
Her thunders still her foes shall awe. 
To her high power then, yield the sway> 
The power, that even kings obey 1 
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With reverend step tread honoured groiind ; 
With proud submission guard he^ bound." 

ICXIIf. 

Faintness came o'er the Father's fa«;e ; 
He paused ; then said with milder grac»» 
*'My lord, you granted Abbey-guard-; 
Oive us not mockeiy for ward.*-^ 
Now, spare my age and wearied state ; 
Spare me yet longer-drawn debate." 

XXIV. 

*' Lord Abbot 1 if, within your walls. 
By monkish hand one soldier falls. 
Blood will o'erSow your aisles, your halls : 
Revenge will then be soldiers' food !" 
Here Richard curbed his angry mood ; 
Then coldly said " he would not keep 
The Father from his timely sleep. 
Doubtless the guard would still prove good. 
While it was viewed with gratitude ; 
But certain chiefs, whom he would name. 
It was his firm resolve to daimt 
o5 
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They were bow hid^ as he had proof/' 
And sheltered 'neath his Abbey's roof : 
Those dangerous men mast be resigned. 
As the good monks ii^ould fiayour find." 

XXV. 

Fitzharding, in the chapel near. 

When he Duke Richard's lofty word. 
Demanding certain chieftains, heard. 
Felt shuddering dread for kinsman dfiar. 
Breathless attention now he paid 
To hear each claim, that Richard made^ 
At first, as every name went by. 
This was the Father's pr<Mnpt reply, 
" He knew not that such Chief was here ; 
He might be — laid upon his bier." 
Duke Richard then Earl D'Arcy named^ 
And the Knight's sire for prisoner cMb^. 
The Abbot paused ; then falterii^ said, 
" He lies within the Abbey — dead I" 

XXVI. 

In sudden shock of grief, the son 

Clasped his strong gauntlet hands on high. 
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And moved with hasty step of on^. 

Who every fortune would defy. 
Duke Richard turned a distant glance ; 

His looks his true surmise reveal ; 

" Methought I heard the clash of steel ! 
That voice recalled the Knight to senses- 
He checked the footstep in advance. 
Ill might his dread the Abbot hide. 
Or the Duke'^8 searching eye abide. 
As sternly from his chair he rose 
The lurking danger to expose : — 
" I pray — Lord Abbot — pardon me. 
If I suspect an enemy." — 
^' My Lord, no enemy is near. 
Whom you have any cause to fear. 
Pass not into my private cell. 
Forbear, my Lord ! — it were not well." 
The Abbot's voice with terror shook. 
But prudently he ruled his look. 

XXVII. 

Duke Richard paused, and turned away. 
Awed partly by this just reproof; 
But he had motives, too, aloof 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



800 8T. ALBAN^S ABBET 

FWMn such aa on the sur^EKse laj^ 
For yielding to the Abbot's sway« 
** This sudden crash of hidden arms/' 
He said^ ^' might justify alarms."— 
*' No hidden arms are here> my lord ; 
And trust, I pray, my solemn word ;" 
(The Abbot spoke to be o'erheard) 
** Who first that sacred ground assails. 

Be he or enemy or friend. 
On him the Ban of Church prevails ; 

And he beneath that scourge shall bebd." 

ZXYIII. 

Slowly the Duke resumed his chair, 
'' 'Tib well !'_' he said ; " so let it fare ; 
For that same chief, whom last I named. 
In this day's fatal business famed—' 
For him, he rests within your wall. 
But not beneath the funeral pall ; 
He lives within your Abbey gate ; 
In chamber near, perchance, may wait." — 
He viewed the chapel-door, and frowned. 
Where the son sheltered in it's bound. 
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Thrilled by conflicting Hopes and fears^ 
Those words of unmeant comfort hears. 

Vainly the Father might deny 

Such Chief were here in sanctuary ; 

As vainly Richard spoke of proof. 

That he now lived ben^eath this roof. 

The Abbot told of monks, who viewed 
The body stretched upon a bier. 
And borne through aisle and chancel near ; 

Such solemn proof could not delude ! 

The corpse passed Abbot Hugo's tomb. 

At evening-bell, through twilight gloom^ 

While chantry-priests bewailed his doom ! 

XXX* 

These words o'erheard, swift to the heart 

Of the pale son their poison dart. 

But Richard's accents, once again. 

Assuaged the keenness of his pain : 

He almost loved his direst foe. 

Who thus threw hope upon his woe : 

" How might they view," Duke Richard said. 
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" The visage of the warrior dead^ 

If o'er it eyeimig-gloom were spread ?"— • 

The Abbot sadly smiled, tijfl sighed. 

And fedteringly, again replied : 

'' The tapers on that chantry-shrine. 

As solemn witnesses, did shine 

Full on the dead man's brow ; 

So those who chmmted requiem, know." 

XXXI. 

Duke Richard said, '' That might kot bb. 
He had himself strange certainty-— 
Strange tale ! — ^he would not farther speak 
Of that, \dueh made the bravest weak. 
Of Superstition's gloomy spell ; 
But clear and simple fact would tell." 
And then he spoke of ^^ certain men, 

Pikemen, on guard within the porch, 
(The curfew-bell was sounding then) 
Who saw that Knight, in arms all plain^ 
March by and pass beneath the arch. 
Or saw him rather run than march, — 

They saw him by their own watch-torch ! 
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He went before a tramor dead^ 

Yet heard they not his iron treads 

Though clad in arms frqpi heel to head. 

It might be that he stepped so light 

To 'scape unknown the pikemen's sight. 

They did not challenge him, 'twas true ; 

But he passed clearly to their view. 

His vizor up, his beaver down. 

Disclosed the fixtness of his frown ; 

Yet could they not his face have seen. 

Like ghastly dade/' they said, *' between, 

(Richard gave smile of satire keen) 

But that a warder dropped his pike. 

Which he might think just raised to strike. 

And, as he turned a sudden glance. 

Seeming to couch his demi-lance. 

Their torch flashed full upon his brow. 

And showed the frowning eye below. 

Yet checked they not his path, through dread 

Of thwarting spirit of the dead ? 

But, fixed by terror of his eye. 

Watched him in warlike march pass by. 
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Thus to their Knight they story told 
Of spectre of a warrior cold. 
Such strange and wayward humours sway 
Men^ who dread nought^ on battle day !" 

XXXII. 

He ceased^ while grave the Abbot sate^ 
As pondering on some tale of fate ; 
And on his face an awful thrill 
Spoke^ more than words^ some dread of ill. 
Duke Richard felt that thrilling look ; 
His mind with wondering doubt was shook ; 
And^ though he scorned each monkish spells 
A secret dread he might not quell 
Lay on his soul, like sullen gloom 
On hills, ere yet the storm is come. 
He spoke not ; all was still around 
In the wide chamber's dusky bound,— 
So still, you might have heard the sound. 
Far off and doubtful to the ear. 
Of that low, sullen thunder growl. 
From clouds, that on th' horizon soowl-*- 
The herald of the storm's career !— 
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So stilly you might have heard a cry 
Of fiEdnt lament from distant aisle ; 
Or step, in secret gallery^ 
Stealing upon some deed of guile ; 
Or whisper in the Chapel nigh 
Of the lone Knight's heavy sigh. 

-XXXIII. 

Still mused the Sire in deepest thought^ 

His look with fearful meaning fraught. 

'' 'Twas strange !" (at length he Vai^d his face) 

Such warlike p9rt and silent pace ! 

And strange that soldiers at a glance 

Should stand appalled^ nor step advance 

To thwart a living warrior^ 

From whom in fight they would not stir." 

He mused again^ with brow intent ; 

While Richard^ silent^ forward bent. 

The Father raised not up his head^ 

While^ pausing oft, he slowly said, 

" If such an image they have seen, 

I guess it wore not earthly mien. 

It might be spirit lingering near 

It's n^ortal corpse, borne on the bier. 
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And that same hour of curfew^ too> 
Tended to make the tale seem true. 
That the guard failed to summon^ straight^ 
Some reverend priest to th* Abbey gate 
I manrel much : for such good men 
Were gathered round the wounded then^ 
Whose presence and whose single word 
Had stronger proved than pike or sword." 

XXXIV. 

Duke Richard checked a scornful smile^ 
And said^ with meaning fraught with guile^ 
'^ Earl D'Arcy lives ; his son, perchance. 
May rest here in some mortal trance. 
And, by a strong similitude. 
Have caused his semblance to delude. 
But, if he live — ^that younger Knight, 
Who sought me in this morning's fight. 
Baron Fitzharding I would claim. 
Though fire and sword should thwart my aim. 
Nay, wife or kinsman I would take. 
Till he^surrendered for their sake !" 
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xxxr. 

" It could not be such knight^ my Lord — " 
The Abbot checked his thoughtless word> 
And paused confused ; then tried to speak 
While sudden crimson flushed his cheek ; 
And^ when again he raised his brow. 

He met Duke Richard's searching glance. 
Fixed, watchful, o'er his silent trance. 
And reading all his fears might show. 
«* That knight," said Richard, " in the fray, 
I drove in headlong flight away — " 
Guileful he spoke — '^ He fled my blow. 
And fell by other hand, tkei^ sa^." 
Again the Duke his dark eye bent 
Upon the Abbot's face, intent. 

XXXVI. 

But, ere the Father might reply. 
The Baron's step in Chapel nigh 
. Confirmed his fearful agony. 
Not tamely could Fitzharding hear 
Richard's, false tales of flight and fear. 
His heart and every nerve throbbed high 
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With indignation and disdain 

Of yielding to so foul a stain. 

He turned toward tbe cliamber-door 

(So^ for a moment^ did he err) 

To dare his artful slanderer^ 

And grasped his sword — rbut checked his rage ; 

For shall the Father's chilling age 

Be shocked with view of human gore, 

Shed— even his feeble sight before ? 

And — ^for himself — ^was this a time 

To seek a contest^ when no crime 

G)uld seem so great as victory. 

Or rouse such fell malignity. 

Or place him in such jeopardy ? 

XXXVII. 

But Richard had that footstep heard. 
And, while his eye with anger burned. 
He sternly to the Abbot turned. 

And claimed again his solemn word. 

Truly and promptly now to tell 

What footstep paced within his cell. 

He guessed that place did foe conceal. 

For surely it was foot of steel. 
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He grasped his da(|gger while he spoke^ 
So did the thoaght his rage provoke. ' 

The Father^ that the Knight might hear^ 
Spoke loud—'' My Lord^ upon this ground 

You have not enemy to fear ; 
No man so desperate may be found 

To threaten life> or draw blood here." 
The Duke's dark aspect proved too well 

He read the Abbot's warning speech^ 
And that he judged within the cell 

An enemy lay in his reach* 
He answered, '' Ere from hence I go, 
You must yourself. Lord Abbot, show 
Who dad in arms, what warrior bold. 
Makes a monk's cell his secret hold. 
He bears, perchance, some noble name. 
And has achieved high deeds of fame ; 
Yet— him for prisoner I claim !" 

xxzviii. 
While to these words his taunting eye 
Gave double point and eneq^. 
He rose, and near the Chapel drew ; 

But with deliberate step he went. 
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And gesture made^ as if to sue 

The Abbot for his full consent ; 
And signed^ that he should lead the vmj. 
And from his cell dislodge the prey. 
The Father^ seeing it were vain 
Longer the struggle to maintain^ 
Sought only to ward off the blow. 
And warn the sheltered Knight to go. 
Toward the chapel> lingering slow. 
He paced, and spoke in lofty tone 
Duke Richard's name, and would alone 
Have passed ; but this increased distrust. 
And Richard, straight, the portal burst ! 

XXXIX. 

All sullenly he gazed around 

The pillared Chapel's lighted bound ; 

A gloomy fire flashed in his eye. 

The lightning of a stormy sky ; 

Knight, priest, nor warrior, there was found. 

But, when he saw St. Dunstan's door. 

He strode athwart the solid floor ; 

And, with a firm, impatient grasp. 

Struggled to force the iron-clasp. 
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St. Dunstan seemed the pass to guard. 
The Saxon door held fedthful ward. 

XL. 

The Abbots now no more subdued 

By terrors for the Knight, 
Quickly regained his tranquil mood. 

And stood upon his right 
Of undisturbed possession there. 
Whether of chamb^, cell, or stair. 
He grieved intrusive step to see. 
Profane his private sanctuary. 
Duke Richard coldly said, " 'Twas plain 

His enemies had not been thought 
That sanctuary to profane. 

Or here they had not refuge sought." 

XLI. 

He spoke ; and pointed to the sword 
The Knight had laid, with pious word. 

Upon the altar nigh,. 
When he had there himself resigned. 
Where only he could comfort find. 

And balm for misery ! 
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Duke Richard held the sword aloof 
Before the Abbots in sure proof 
He there had screened some enemy ; 
That sword the Father might not see 
But with a mingled agony 
Of gratitude^ respect and fear^ 
For him^ who was, alas ! too near. 

With saintly smile the Abbot viewed 
This offering of a mind subdued ; 
Duke Richard, in amazement, frowned. 
And every generous thought disowned. 
Some way he hoped to find, ere long. 

Might reach those hid within these walls. 
Whose shelter he thought bitter wrong. 

'' Lord Abbot ! whatsoe'er befalls. 
Blame not the deeds may hence ensue ; 
These deeds have been provoked by you J" 

XLIII. 

With haughty eye and cheek, that burned, 
Straight to the Abbot's hall he turned. 
Bearing the Mchion of his foe. 
While vengeance dark sat on his brow. 
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A parting gesture slight he gave ; 
Stately the Abbot stood and grave^ 
Nor sought^ hj look^ or argument^ 
To win his passions to relent. 
And, as he drew near to the screen. 
The Abbot's page, with humble mien. 
Brought message brief firom Warwick's lord,—- 
Required Duke Richard's present word 
On subject high, that might not wait ; — 
The board were sitting in debate. 

XLIV. 

Straight, Richard to the council went ; 

And thus, in mutual discontent. 

Parted the victor and the sire — 

The victor, with disdainful ire. 

The Abbot, with a meek desire 

To save Fitzharding's threatened life. 

And keep from sacrilegious strife. 

From envious and irreverend search. 

His Abbey-precincts and his Church. 

He sought the Knight ; but still his guard. 

The Saxon door, held sturdy ward. 

VOL. III. p 
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No voice beyond in gallery 

Onye to liis friendly call reply ; 

And^ with a weary sighj he sought 

His cell, though peopled 'twas with thought, 

With spectre-cares of many a day^ 

Still thronging where he silent lay : 

There he resolved awhile to lie. 

Hoping Fitzharding might be nigh. 

' XLV. 

Wearied and worn with grief and fears. 
Vainly he mourned, that at his years 
He took the burthen up again 
Of Abbey-honours he thought vain, 
And had resigned, foreseeiog crimQ 
And tumult in this fearful time ; 
But, weary of a long repose. 
He, whom, his grateful monks re-chose. 
Resumed his honours at life's close. 
To be the lord and slave of men. 
And now was come that evil day. 
When the land bore divided sway. 
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Behold him now> in mitred chair 
Of rule, of honour and of care ; 
Behold his trembling age reclined 

On thorny pillows^ 'broidercjd o'er 
With pageantries^ that ceased to blind 

The vanities of years before $ 
And hear him mourn his comfort lost^ 

Wisdom, overcome by love of power. 
The peace of age by worldly passion tossed. 

XLVI. 

Yet kindly conscious was the thought 

That his last toil had not been vain. 

To save from.rago, or thirst of gain. 
His Abbey, nigh to ruin brought. 
His care had rescued her from woe. 
And bade her former grandeur glow ; 
Repaired her walls and cloisters grey. 
And o'er them thrown the tinted ray 
(Through windows traced with legend story) 
Of tinted lights of Melancholy ; 
Such as she loves to muse beneath. 
Whether with rose, or cypress wreath, 
p2 
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(Rapture and sadness meek, in emblem there) 

When the last, western gleam 

Shoots a long, trembling beam 
O'er the bold Nonnan arch and walks a&r ; 
And Eyening's choral hymn, the while, 
dwells high, and falls along the aisle. 



BND OF THB SET^NTH CANTO. 
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- SOIiEMN WATCH WITHIN THE ABBEY. 

I. 

FiTZHABDiNG^ when his steps withdrew 

(Hard triumph gained !) from Richard's view^ 

Resolved^ while through the gallery's shade 

Indignantly and sad he strayed^ 

To learn at once his father's £Eite> 

Nor the securer hour await ; 

And o'er the aisle he bent to see 

If there the Monk^ his guide> might be. 

II. 
Changed was the solemn scene below^ 
Where monks with stillness^ to and fro^ 
Had borne the dead to place of rest^ 
Or shrived the spirit^ while possest 
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(Though with so transient potency) 
Of frail home of mortality. 
Now from the aisles the crowd was gone : 
By the death-torch^ the Watch-monk lone 
Stood dimly o'er the blood-stained bier^ 
Seeming some shadowy shape of Fear ! 
While that torch strange, a grisly hue 
O'er the dead warrior's visage threw. 
Now heavy-fidling steps around 
No more disturbed the distant ground ; 
The bearers from their toil reposed ; 
The cloister's distant door was closed ; 
From chantry-tomb and chapel nigh 
Was sunk the soothing minstrelsy : 
All in the aisle was hushed in death. 
When Clement ventured from beneath. 

III. 
He ventured on the secret stair 
To warn Fitzharding to beware ; 
For, 'mong the bands of Richard's host. 

Who round the Abbey-porches lay. 
Short words, o'erheard at whiles and lost. 

Proved, that they watched Lancastrian prey. 
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Their enemies, they said^ had found 
Refhge within the Abbey-bonnd. 
Church-law with taunt of scorn they named ; 
Talked of " good sword" and '' Churchman tamed." 
Then earnestly he urged the Knight 
To rest in gallery that night. 
iv» 
Fitaharding paused not^ ere he said> 

Too long had he the torture proved 

Of hope and fear for those he loved. 
To suffer any weightier dread. 
Concealed he would no longer stay> 
But search where dead or wounded lay. 
Then asked he if the Monk had seen 

A lifeless warrior-chief b€(me by 
St. Hugo's tomb at dusk of e'en. 

When priest sung in his chantry nigh. 
But Clement at such hour had slept. 
Worn out with vigils he had kept. 
The diantry-monk, who requiem sung, 

Dwelt in St. Julian's subject-cell ; 
And there had duly gone, when rung 

That cell's accustomed evening-belL 
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V. 

Again the Monk Fitdbarding warned^ 
Dangers unseen imgbt not be scorned ; 
And there were brothers in the aisle 
Would willingly his st^)S begujle> 

If a Lancastrian knight they knew ; 
But^ if he still the worst must dare^ 
A monkish garment he would spare. 

Might shade him slightly from their view. 
The Baron liked not frodc and hoodj 

As covering for a spirit brave ; 
But fully spoke his gratitude. 

And, feurther, did the watchword crave. 

VI. 

In earnest speech then craved the Knight 
The counter-signal for the night. 
*' ' Peace be en earth !' shall be your guide. 
And shield you through this Abbey wide ; 
But if, as knight, you rashly show 
Your rank, — ^though cased from top to toe> 
You cannot 'scape the secret hate^ 
That dwells in our divided state. 
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Duke Richard's soldiers ai^ abroad ; 

And where^ Sir Knight^ is your good sword ?" 

ni. 
Fitzharding, as from dream amazed^ 
On the disarmed scabbard gazed ; 
And now, of weapon's aid bereft, 
(No other means oi safety left) 
He yielded to a proffered gtdse ; 

And o'er his stately harness threw 
The Benedictine draperies 

Of ample width and sable hue. 

He doffed the plumage from his brow. 

But kept the casque of steel below; 

O'er which a monkish cowl was thrown. 

That hid his visage in it's frown. 

viir. 

piement, ere to the aisle he led. 

These parting words of warning said : — 

" Now mark the way I bid you go. 

And step with prudent care and slow. 

For warrior's step may ill agree 

With cloistered man's tranquillity* 
p 5 
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Pass not athwart the UAre, I pray> 
Though ikere may lie yoiir shorteat way > 
For in the cloister-pier, beside^ 
Darkling, a watbh*monk doth abide ; 
Nor pass the dioir before the shrine, 
For^ there the wonted tapers shine. 
And watchers in the gallery waitj 
And guard that place, with solemn state ; 
But by the shrine of Humphrey march. 
Then onward, through the eastern arch 
That leads behind St. Alban'a bier ; 
Then through our Lady's Porch, and here 
Step quietly, like sandalled man. 
Or chamel-monk thy gait will scan* 
Our Lady's Shrine go thou not nigh ; 
The chantry of St. Blaize pass by. 
The AiiTAB OF Foua-WAX lights shun> 
And the East turret's lurking stair ; 
The Abbey's northern porch beware. 
Without, Duke Richard's soldiers wait— 
Our guard, or— as may be— our fate !" 
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w. 
" Then turn thee on King Offa*8 aisle^ ' 
Who^ £rom the roof^ shall on thee. smile ) 
Pause not> nor look> till thou hast gained 
The Transept at the western end. 
Where shrined Amphibalus is laid : — 
Then, speed thou to the deeper shade. 
But if thy steps are watched, then wend 
Where Michael and St. Patem bend. 
To guard the northern transept^ bound ; 
Within a turret-stair is found. 
That leads to thin arched wall, on high. 
Where thou, as here, secure may'st lie» 
So fieure thee well ! I bless thy way> 
And will assist thee as I may." 
Ere hasty thanks the Knight could pay, 

Clement upon the aisle looked out ; 

No shape appeared of priest, or scout. 
He signed Fitzharding swift away. 

X. 

Long watched the Monk^ where, on the ai8le> 
The Warrior trod in his dark weed ; 
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HI might such stalk Ids mnk beguile^ 

Or figure be fen: nuHik's received. 
He watched him by Duke Humphrey's tamb> 

Where> fimm the roofs light filagree^ 
Biased tapers through the vaulted gloomj 

While voices sung his obsequy. 
He watched him through the eastern arch^ 

Where once St. Catherine's story shone ;— 
The Knight has turned on Mary's Porch>— 

The monk is to his pallet gone. 
». 
St. Mary's Porch the Kni^t has turned ; 
Twas well the tomb^lights dimly burned ; 
They showed not even the windows tall> 
That graced, in fretted state^ the wall ; 
Nor yet St. Alban's Chapel there. 
His arches pointii^ fine in air. 
Of loftiest grace and beauty rare. 
Eastward Fitzharding cast his eye. 
Beyond St. Mary's portal high. 
That showed her in her distant shrine 
Of lily and of egkntine ; 
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Beneath appeared a dimnal sight — 

Her altar^ hung with sable hue^ 

Where yellow tapers ranged to view^ 
Shed forth a melancholy light. 
Fltzharding sighed^ who^ all too well> 
The language of those lights could spell ; 
And that of the ^Eont strain^ that rose> 

With voice of 80ul> from chapd nigh^- 
The Sequence for the last repose^ 

While yet the dead unburied lie I 
In silent thought awhile he stood^ 
With folded arms and shading hood> 

And deep moan rent his breast ; 
Then slowly o'er the gloomy ground 
He drew> to catch the nearer sound 

Of '' Rest— eternal Rest !" 
xn. 
Sudden^ from forth a darkened nook 

A dreary voice spoke near, " Beware !" 

Then paused, and seemed to say, ^* Prepare !" 
It might have come frpm grave forsook^ 
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So 8traiige« so thrilling was the tone. 
He looked the way that warning came^ 
Low lying waved a dark red flame ; 
He saw that dnsky torch alone. 
Until it's lengthening gleam made known, 
How thick the new-made graves were strewn 

Beyond. He trembled at this sight. 
Musing for whom these graves might wait ; 
What gallant oomrades of the fight. 
What friend, what kinsman, here this night 
Might come unto his last estate ! 
The grave all still and patient lay. 
As if it knew, though long their stay. 
They might not cheat it of it's prey. 
Sudden, Fitzharding thought, that here 
Would rest, perchance, his father's bier ! 
With horror struck and deep dismay, 
He turned him. from this scene away. 

XIII. 

His step called forth that voice unknown ; 
It muttered in sepulchral tone, 
" Beware ! the earth is heaped around ; 
The graves are opened on this ground V* 
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SuUen and dioi a fonn appeared^ 
And the low-lying torch it reared^ 
Showing a face to him unknown ; 
It reared the tordi, and showed it's own. 
A form so ttU, so spare and gaunt 
Might have heen drawn to image Want ; 
And well the gjhastly fetce supplied 
The look of one for food had died : 
So livid^ pale> so grim^ so shrunk^ 
The visage of this c hamel-monk ! 
Ardent and hazard were his eyes> 
And full of eril dark surmise ; 
Yet gleamed^ at whiles^ all fiery red^ 
Just where the cowl its darkness shed. 
His figure, draped in weed of woe> 
Did a bossed symbol grimly show. 

Bones and an eyeless head. 
This shape of terror, witii no name, 

(While on their wormy verge he stood) 
As home and empire seemed to claim 

The graves, o'er porch and chapel strewed. 
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XIV. 

He held the torch before the Knight ; 
Andj whether glance of helmet bright 
From forth his veiling hood might strays 
Or that the cowl so baffling lay^ 
It seemed suspicion to excite^ 
He claimed the watchword of the night. 
And when Fitzharding said his say. 
And from the porch had passed away^ 
That Monk stood on King Offa's aisle^ 

With folded arms and steps astride^ 
And watched him with a lowering smile> 

As though he muttered, ^^El betide !*' 
The gilded spurs, too sure, I ween. 
Beneath the Knight's dark skirt were seen. 

XV. 

Now when Fitzharding reached the end. 
Where Mercian Offa from the vault 
Looked down, and seemed to bid him halt. 

He turned a backward glance to send. 

The Monk was gone ; but, in his stead. 

Leaned forward from a pillar's shade, 
A gauntlet hand and helmet h^ ; 
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Another yet behind stood near. 

Who in the gloom ifiight scarce appeaif. 

And cautious gesture made. 
Far were they from the guard's last torch^ 
Just where the Abbey's northern porch 
And Mary's Ante-chapel met ; 
Beyond^ Duke Richard's guard was set. 

XVI. 

Abrupt^ then in the shade they drew> 
As if to shun Fiteharding's view. 
The Baron well bethought him thai 

Of the Monk Clement's diarge :— 
" Pause not^ nor turn to look again^ 

Till you have gained the marg^ 
Where the north aisle and transept join.'^ 
He judged this charge important sign^ 
And^ instant^ passed upon the way> 
Where the dread nave and transept lay. 
As o'er that soen^ a glance he gave^ 
Where every tomb and lowly grave 
And altarndab and dim shrine n^ear» 
Was now a warrior's bleeding bier^ 



Digitized by VjOOglC 



380 6T. ALBAN^S ABBSY* 

He checked liis step^ lest suddenly 
Some &ce beloved he there might see. 

XVII. 

He had been in the front of war^ 

Nor ever feared the deadly scar ; 

Had seen his comrades fall beside^ 

And shrank not from the battle's tide ; 

Intent alone the foe to stem^ 

He felt not fom himself nor them ; 

Bat now^ when zeal^ nor passion, bore 

Their wonted sway his thronged mind o'er ; 

When stilly he might see and know 

Each written character t^ woe ; 

And view^ perchance, some well-known hce. 

All changed and shrank from living grace ; 

Unconquerable dread arose. 

To meet what Death might thus disdose ! 

The animated look— -the eye. 

That had so oft, all smilingly, 

Dwelt on his with a kindly joy,— 

How might he view, now stem and dim. 

Bend not one beam of soul on him ; 



Difgized by VjOOQIC 



WATCH WITHIN THE ABBEY. 381 

Nor turn, at sound of step> or Yoicoj 
So olt its signal, to rejoice ? 

XVIII. 

Sdurce could Fitzharding's limbs sustain 
Tbe burden of bis shuddering pain ; 
He stood^ and on a pillar leaned. 
While some brief moments intervened. 
Brief must tbey be ; for> even then. 

Behold ! far off in Offals aisle. 
With stealthy step, those armoured men. 

Whom he well knew for watchful guile. 
Mindful then of the turret near, 
P(Mnted by Clement's prudent fear. 
He through the northern transept stept. 
Where St. Amphibalus long slept. 
In passing by that gorgeous shrine. 
He to the watch-monks gave the sign — 
'^ Peace be on earth I" He spake no more ; 
But sought that little turret's door 
Deep in the angle, where it lay 
And shaded from the shrine's strong ray. 
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SIX. 

He stood, and watched, some little space, 
On the 8ad4l);^old of the place; — 
That iagdiny glj fri f was still in shade^ 
By thidcness of the old wall made. 
But, could he gain the gallery. 
The ahrine-lights through the tracery. 
Darting so high a feeble ray, 
Woold guide him on the narrow way. 
Fitsharding sought that narrow stair. 
And trod it's gloomy path with care, 
Tet, sometimes, 'gainst the narrow bound 
Struck his steeled foot, with startling sound ; 
His harnessed shoulders broad would graze 
The strait walls o£ these secret ways. 
Twice round the newel had he pressed. 
When his foot found a level rest. 
From high poured forth the midnight air. 
Through loop-hole of the turr^-stair. 
He traced not now the second flight. 
For, at short distance on the right. 
Faint ray amid the darkness streamed. 
And through an arch the gallery gleamedi 
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zx« 

Soon as Fitzharding passed the ardi^ 
He stepped with calm and firmer march. 
And backward threw his baffling cowl. 
And looked and breathed with freer soul. 
But now the narrow gallery 

Had nigh his venturous footstep stayed ; 
The pillars' base so dose did lie. 

Scarce might he pass behind their shade* 
That course of pillars still is seen. 

Along the massy wall. 
With rude, misshapen arch between 

Each pillar short and smalL 
It fironted then the shrine and tomb 
Of him, who shared St. Alban's doom. 

XXI. 

Here might awhile Fitzharding wait 
Till Richard's scouts their watch abate ; 
And« from this transept's southern end. 
Above the nave itself might wend 
And pass above the western door. 
Behind the parapet's high breast ; 
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Thence glance the long, long vista o'er. 
To fEOthest shrine of Mary blessed. 
Seen through the pointed arches near. 
That rose above St. Alban's bier. 
Thus &r the Knight may range, and view 
The death-scene many a heart shall rue. 
The battle's prey — ^the mighty slain 
Stretched out, and watched on marble plain. 
Whence then that gallery might go 
Around on high, or 'deep below ; 
Or leading o'er the cloister walk. 
Where the unconscious monk may stalk ; 
Or to the Abbot's secret room. 
Where Richard late decreed his doom ; 
Or to the inmost cell, wrought there ; 
Or to deep winding fatal stair- 
Few living in the Abbey knew. 
For, hidden far from searcher's view. 
Was many a flight and passage dim 
To vaulted hall and chamber grim ; 
To crypt and sepulchre and shrine ; 
And prison cells, that undermine 
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The doister-walk, and seem to spread 
Almost to lowly Ver's 0I4 bed. 

XXII. 

Just where nave^ choir, afid transept met> 
And Death with splendour was beset, 
Fitsharding stood and looked below 
O'er all the scene of varied woe. 
And thus it lay beneath his sight — 
The western aisles were stretched in night. 
Save the shrined transept's rays 
Threw the full splendour of its blaze 
'Thwart the choir-steps and 'slant the nave. 
There, every altar-tomb and grave. 
As that long line of glory fell^ 
Showed its dead warrior, all too well. 
Before those steps three altars stood 
Arranged in row-7-Oswyn's the good,i 
St. Thomas, and the sad Marie, 
Now 'reft of pomp and imagery. 
There priests kept solemn watch around 
Three knights, in bleeding armour bound. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



S86 ST. ALBAK^S ABBEY. 

ZXIII. 

The ailTer censer, burning near. 

Sent incense o'er each marble bier ; 

And poorsniyants, in tabard-piide. 

Stood mute those warriors beside. 

No 'scutcheon blazoned high was there ; 

But tattered banners on the air. 

Sad witness of their master's £ftte> 

Now, as mute mourners, seemed to wait. 

Rose not the stately canopy. 

With crowded lights, o'er hearse on high ; 

While troops of mourners, watching rounds 

Might creep to hear the Requiem sound. 

Not such the solemn watch held now. 

No lofty hearse— no mourners bow; 

Nor Uaze of tapers high in air ; 

Nor ^eness of the dead was there. 

The dead, each in his arms arrayed. 

Exposed to many an eye was laid. 

Forsaken save by heralds vain. 

Nor mourned, but in the death-priests' strain. 
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XXIV. 

By presence of the state-watch due» 
The Knight his dead commander knew; 
But, who are those on either hand^ 

Censed and laid out on altars high.^ 
Nobles they seem of Henry's band. 

Whose poursuivants are watching by. 
Vainly Fitzharding might assay 
To read each visage "where it lay. 
Or spell the armour, crest, or shield; 
Their glimmer only was revealed 
By the long slanting ray. 

XXV. 

The fEOthest aisles and westward nave. 
Where only gleamed upon a grave 

A watch>torch dim and lone. 
Gave solemn contrast to the choir. 
Which beamed as with celestial fire. 

Like to half-douded sun. 
From Alban's glorious shrine that light 
Streamed through the chancel's gloomy ni^t ; 
For, though the Abbot's prudent care 
Had moved each jewel rich and rare, 

VOL. III. a 
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Brought hr, as pilgrim-offiering^ 
By noUe knigb^ or prince, orkingj 
Yet> tnutmg to, tbe .love and dreads 
That blessed Alban's shrine o'erspread> 
It's piUars^ laid with golden plate. 

Fixed in the pi^voment, thatt &u3tf^d 
The cryatal.w^ppy. of .state 

And golden bier, ixsarset re^iained; 
And spedons show^ wilh .^ntb that. vied. 

And blazed ajnid the tap^!« beani9» 

The pendent lampa aodtorf^^ligbt glei^s. 
Was left to soothe the Victor's pride. 

XXYh 

That rich andiofty canopy. 
With ever-burning %hts crowned high. 
Supported by four golden towiers. 
Seemed all within as crystal bowers 
Branched o'er his coffin laid beneath ; 
So richly spread each dairiing wreath I 
Below the oeatre<afch.of three. 
That o{)ened to the chapelry. 
Were scrolled^.in siknt «^oqueoc^ 
Lines from the dxead hymn af.«&QUSNCB, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WATCH WITHIN THE ABBEY. 339 

Where late liis golden crown had been ; 

His priests and nionks» in band around. 
Watched, pati^it, o'er the honoured scene. 

And Abbej-knights in armour frowned. 

ZXVII. 

St. Cuthbert's Chapel had not lent 

Its wide screen then to veil the chdir. 
Where now it bounds the nave's ascent 

With the carved niche and Gothic spire: 
Nor rose before St. Alban*s edirine. 

In lofty state, as now is seen. 

The altar's more elaborate screen ; 
Of fairy-filagree each line. 
Web-work each canopy and cell. 
Where many an imaged saint might dwell: 
Light are the flowery knots, that twine 
Round slender columns, clustered fine. 
That to the £retwork cornice go. 
Where flowers amid the foliage blow. 
And wheaten sheaft and roses spread. 

Spell of the Abbot and the King 
Who raised — ^to guard St« Alban's bed — 

This rich and glinrious offering. 
q2 
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xxvin. 
Not then this beauteoiu screen appeared 

To hide the bier the pilgrim Bought, 

And canse the object of his thought 
To be more tremblingly revered; 
But veil of silk, or cloth of gold. 
Hung high and broad in sweeping fold. 
On days of chief solemnity. 
There only this night might you see 
A mourning driapery, like a pall. 
With ample grace sweep from the wall^ 
In solemn memory of the dead. 
And half conceal the Martyr's bed r 
And seem^ like evening-el6ud, to throw 
Its darkness o'er day's gorgeous brow. 

xxiz. 
Westward, the nave, in deeper night. 
Brought little certain to the sight. 

Yet, where upon its lengthen'd gloom 
Was seen to glare a fixed torch-light. 

There lay a corpse upon a tomb> 
Or on some altar's marble pride ; 
And there a monk sat, dose beddow 
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From one the glittering casque was gone/ 
Whose wounds made known his £Eite, 

And 8tood> high-plumed> on altar-stone. 

Beside the warrior orerthrown. 
As though it mocked his state. 

And many a dead form^ from this height. 

Seemed semblance but of marble knight 

Extended in his scolptured weed. 

With ensigns high of daring deed. 

Nay, sometimes^ side by side were laid 

The substance and the mimic shade. 

The marble knight and warrior dead : 

Now each alike unconscious lay, 

And.3^biidbt«was corpse twere h ard to say ! 
zxx. 

There might be seen, too, side by side. 
The slayer and the slain. 

Those hostile hands, that shed life's tide. 
Still crimsoned with the stain 

Of either combatant's last blood. 

Now powerless lay, as stone, or wood. 

Mute now the voice, whose piercing sound 

Had sent dismay. o'er distant ground^ 
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Wboae Ugh coounand was loved and feared; 

Not eren its murmur now was beard, 
xzxi. 

And there^ oh^ sight of piteous woe ! 

Lay gallant sire and son below> 

Who> hand and heart, im Henry's right 

Did, horse by horse, that moroing ^^* 

And there la y son (oh, thrilling view !) 

An d fath er, who eaeh other slew. 

Forced by the fiste of civil strifey 

They struck, unknown, each other's life; — 

And, as they sunk, no more to rise. 

Each turned on each his dying eyes. 

Wailed the sad deed, and mixed their last drawn 
sighs. 

xzxu. 

By the north pillars of t^e nave. 
Four dedicated altars stood ; 

Each bore a victim for ike grave. 
And now was stained with noUe blood : 
They faced those ardies, sharp and tally 

Where Offa and his beauteous queen. 

And Edward of the saintly mien. 
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And mitred Laafnuic still tke fleeB> 

Bending from carved capital* 
As watching o'er this mortal scehe^ 

Now> listen ; fir 'tis fearful all- 
All^ that beneath Fitadiarding's eye 
Lay^ as he watched in gallery. 
He saw monks to this spot draw Mgh^ 
And o'er a pallid figure bend, 
* And search again> if living breath 

Might linger in silch shape of death ; 
Then> silently, the limbs eiLtend ; 
And — ^by the glar6 the tordies threw 
On the gashed hce beneath his view> 
Upon St. Scjrtha's altar laid— • 

Saw them the eonntentnoe compoie. 

O'er the glazed eye the eye-lid dose 
For ever — ever 1 in Death's shade i 
And, while he marked that awful sight. 

It seemed, by thrill of sympathy. 
As if cold fingers did alight 

Upon his lids^ and on th^m lie. 
A horror ran through all his fraiiie) 
Bat this more painful pang o'ercame-^ 
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It leemed to him, that his sight now. 
While resting on the form below, 

Mig^t view his father laid in death! 
With frenaied gaze he sought to know 

More certainly the face beneath — 
In vain ! The torch's wavering glare 
To gallery high, through depth of air. 
Showed but a wan, dead visage there. 

XXXIII. 

In very ecstasy of dread 

He turned away his straining eyes ; 
When, near him, through the gallery's shade. 

Where faint the altar-beams arise, 
A face— the phantom of his fear — 
It seemed his father's face were here. 
A something like a hehnet gleamed. 
Figure or substance none there seemed 

Amid those shadows deep ; 
Sad was the look, and ashy pale. 
As it would speak some dreadful tale. 

Yet must dread secret keep. 
Was this a face traced on the eye 
From the brain's fiery ecstasy ? 
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A ▼iaioix sent to warn him, now. 
That his dead father lay bekw? 
A trace of soul — a look alone"— 
A likeness, but as wrought in stone- 
So fixed, so absent, and so wan. 
Was all that met Fitzhavding*s sight. 
In glimpse, through shadows of the night.; 
When soft the requiem from afar. 
Breathed blessedness upon the air. 
And at the sound it seemed to feide. 
And vanish in the distant shade. 

XXXIV. 

Long gazed the Knight where it had been. 
Such look of woe he once had seen 
Dwelling upon his £Either'§ mien. 
Long gazed he on the dusky space ; 
Then drew the cowl upon his face. 
And closer folded his dark weed. 
And strove that phantasie to read. 
Then, bending o'er that gallery, . 
He sought, once more, th e face to see^ 
So wa n in dea th, below : 
q5 
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Features came hindj to his eyes ; 
Bat memory^ more than si^j safyplies 
His other's reverend brow. 

XXXY. 

To end^ at onoe> Ids torturing dreadi 
He straight resolved to quit the shade; 
When, lo ! from f<«th King Offis's aisle. 
With look and step of caotloils gtiik. 
He marked two armoured men draw near. 
And rest them by that warrior's bier. 
So frowned the helmets he had seen 
From shade of that aisle's i»llar lean ; 
So bloomed the white-thorn for their erest ; 
So gleamed the badge upon their breast. 
He knew them for the enemy. 
And guessed they meant him trea^ohery : 
But, wherefore by that bier stood they f 
Was it a Yorkist there that lay ? 

zxxn. 
They bent, and gased some little space 
Upon the warrior's deathy fietoe. 
Fitzharding watched if they might show 
Gesture of triumph, or of woe. 
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Steadfiut they stood witli bend^ f^^kd, 
Nor speech^ nor gesture ventured. 
Then did the Baron lEiiirely know 
The warrior had not h^^ their ioe. 
A Ywkist thos^ it seemed^ lay here ; 
And^ losing his most pressing fya, 
He judged it prudent now to Wky, 
Till passed Duke I^oiiard's socmts A'way. 
And oh he marked them watdh aM^nd^ 
And draw within the shaded ground. 

xtxra. 
In solemn memory of the dead 
Now from the choir the low notes s^iead 
Of midnight dirge and requiem ; 
And to Fitzharding zAight they seem 
As hymn of some angelic band^ 
Who on thode honoured towers might stand 
To guide the spirit from below, 
And soothe with hope the mourner's woe. 
But^ hark ! a full and deeper sound 
Now answers from tlie cloister's bound ! 
Soon as that mournful chaunt was heard^ 
A gloom o'er all the choir appeared ; 
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Wlule dowly o'er the hi^ shrine Ml 
The foldings of the fnneral veil. 
Placed for the warriors' obsequy. 
And dropped, at midnight Dibich b I 

zzzviii. 
Murmnrftig fiir^ {where vaijlte unclose, ^ 
The melancholy strain arose. 
The gallery where Fitasharding, stood 

Fronted that cloister's nc^hern door : 
Not one of heavy carved wood. 

With scroll ill-£uicied covered o'er ; 
But that most ridily carved and light. 
With slender stems and foliage dight. 

As 'broidered with tme leaf and flower. 
And traced with Gothic pointings tall. 
And canopied with fretwork smalL 
Issuing beneath this mitred-arch. 
The Others held their solemn march ; 
Where the long vista-walk withdrew. 
Their taper lights gave them to view. 
And played upon the vaulted roof. 
And showed each fretted line aloof; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WATCH WITHIN THE ABBEY. 849 

There stood the tabernaded Saint, 
Bleasmg the porch. Each corbeil quaint 
With it's carved visage^ looking down 

On all, who passed the arch below. 
With smile fantastic, or with frown. 

From under heUned, or mitred brow,— - 
Was graved in light and shade so strong. 
Where the gleam waving passed along, 
That, as the fleeting shadows roved. 
You would have thought the features moved. 

XXXIX. 

The £ekt|iszBJBame with solemn di rfge 
And midnijrht chaunti nyg for the dead ; 

And, as they on the aisle emerge. 
Sudden their lifted tapers shed 

Long gleams upon each altar-bier. 

And showed the warrior resting near. 

Each monk, as to the choir he passed, 

A glance on the dead soldier cast. 

How various was the countenance. 

Thus lighted by the taper's glance ! 

But, oh ! that words each line might trace 

Of that appealing look of grace. 
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(Bat words may not that glimpse define^) 
Whidb beamed from many a passiiig eye 
Of the cowled throng then crowdmg by — 

The look^ that would to Heaven resign 
Each object of its sympathy ! 

XL. 

While the choir-steps the train ascend^ 

The silyer censers steam on high ; 
On them with frankincense attend 

The Prior and Sub^Prior ni^. 

(The aged Abbot stood hot by.) 
They paused upon the marble bound> 
Where now St. Cuthbert's screen is fbnnd^ 
Andj ranging in half-cirde round, 

Oer princely S< «ners et laid low. 
Their hundred lights, raised high, appear 
A curve of flame, wide round the bier ; 

And they, to organ's solemn flow. 

Sang DiRiOE and PiiAcebo. 
Whene'er their mourning voices fell. 
Stem spoke above the sudden knell. 
And then the farthest choir's reply 
Came murmuring, till, with finest swell. 
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The loud notes filkd the vaults on hii^. 
With grand and mournful harmony ; 
And these the words that h5rmned by. 

XLI. 
THE CHOIR. 

** In regions of eternal lights 

Where Truth and Mercy never cease^ 
Oh ! may each summoned soul delight^ 

And rest ! for ever rest !- in peace \ 
I heard a seraph-Voice speak nigh^ 
And thus^ in thrilling sound it said^ 
' For ever blessed are the deadj 
Who faithful and repentant die J' " 
After high chorus through the vaulted sphere 
Had slowly sunk around the Warrior's bier, 
This strain from monks in demi-diaunt arose^ 
With many a s(demn pause and touching dose. 

SUNG BOUNn THE BIBB. 

To THEE I lifted up mine eyes> 

To THEE^ upon the mountains thnmed I 
« 
To THEE> WHO spread the boundless skies^ 

And hung them with thy worlds around." 
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The fiithers ceased, and, from the choir again 
Swelled o'er the ocgan this resounding strain. 

THE CHOIR. 

'' 'Twas mine to hear a seraph-voice. 
And thus in thrilling words it said, 

* Repentance bids the soul rejoice ; 
Repentance sanctifies the dead.' " 
The choral sounds sunk tremulously fine. 
As closed those solemn words — ^in hushing sign 
Of tender awe — sorrow by £edth subdued — 
Stillness of spirit — ^meekest gratitude. 
Then the full grandeur of the organs rolled. 
Then soft, as if by pious peace controlled. 
Low murmured, while the mingled chorus passed 
From choir and bier, and calmer sadness cast. 

XLII. 

MThile rose this chorus soft and slow. 
The Knight, in trance of deepest woe, 
Listened till all was still below. 
And long, it seemed, that pious strain 

Lingered below each vaulted roof. 

And died, in murmurs far aloof, 
Lulling the first keen sense of pain. 
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Silent> the watching Warrior grieved'; 

Tears dimmed his manly eje. 
While the close corslet frequent heaved 

With many a deep-drawn sigh. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CANTO IX. 

AMONG TH£ DEAD. 

I. 
Now when the midnight chaunt was o'er« 
And through the doister^s mitred door 

The monks had passed and gone« 
Came a pale vision on that way^ 
111 suiting with the mom of May, 

Ere long about to dawn. 
It came not> like the lark's gay voioe. 
To waken Nature to rejoice ; 
It came to mourn her perished bloom. 
Untimely gathered for the tomb, 
hi summer prime, in wintry age. 
The ruddy youth, the silvered sage ; 
It came the bitter tear to pour. 
The silent ranks of death t' explore. 
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II. 

Long had that anxious train> apart^ 
Watched for this hour with fearful heart ; 
The hour when plunder's toil might end^ 
And trembling relative and friend 
By feeble torch-light might discern 
The truth they sought^ yet feared^ to learn* 
The hour was come ; — and where so late 
The trumpet's thrilling vo^ce spoke fate ; ^ 
And charger's tramp o'er barrier-stones^ 
And rattling arrows and wild groans 
Fiercely in dreadful chorus rose :-7- 

These^ that had troubled the long day^ 

This tumult all had died away^ 
And left the town in deep repose. 
For> not the watch-word heard afar^ 
Nor measured step of guard of war^ 
Humming the tune he might not sing. 
While pacing near his captive King^ 
Nor feeble wall borne on the air> 
Through lattice-bar^ from widowed fair^—- 
Not these disturbed the stillness near ; 
They gave it character more drear. 
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And sometimes Hivror's self would fling 
Her death-note from the raven's wing^ 
When, from his watch-tower, perched alone, 
With rayening eye and ardent frown. 
Downward he flapped where none was by, 
To quaff the gory channel nigh. 

III. 
*TVas at this hour of dreary rest. 
Mourners around the Abbey pressed. 
Fitcharding viewed those forms of woe 
Among the slaughtered warriors go ; 
And, with dread sympathy, beheld. 
Of every age from youth to eld. 
Those mourners throw the searching glance 
For friends fled from their mortal trance 
Of fleeting turmoil here below ; 
"Friends, who had felt what these feel now. 

Ere their stjUed hearts were cold. 
The pang, that friends alone can know. 

And never may be told ! 

IV. 

He marked some rush with frenzied haste ; 
So swift from bier to bier they paced. 
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It seemed they had not time to know 
The wounded fonn of friend from foe. 
Yet^ where the lawn lay o'er a face. 

Distorted sore by wounds and death. 
There would they pause some little space. 

And shuddering view what slept beneath. 
Others passed on this solemn scene. 
With firmer step and calmer mien. 
With stem fixed brow, where patience lay. 

As if themselves and Misery, 

After long strife for mastery. 
Were old companions on life's way. 

V. 

But, who is he in sable weeds. 
Whose heart in deepest sorrow bleeds ? 
Who o'er yon warrior bends the head. 
Now laid upon his marble bed. 
Near princely Somerset outspread ? 
The shading cowl has fidlen aside. 
And shows the mourner's martial pride. 
He kneels beside a father's bier; 
While the priest l)rings the censer near. 
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Takes from his boy in snowy stole 
The golden-plated incense bowl> 
And on the borning embers throws 
Mjrrh and nard and eastern rose. 
The mourner rises from his knee^ 
Prepared what most he dreads to see ; 
He lifts the lawn from off the face ; 
The cap of steel has left its place^ 
And shows the honoured looks of age^ 
Around a visage calm and sage^ 
ProfsEmed with many a gory trace. 

VI. 

As bends some sculptured form of woe 
Upon the twilight-tomb below^ 
And may ncs: sigh nor tear bestow^ 
Nor any living symptom show,— 
So vie wed t he son his fat^ier's b ier 
Mutely and fixed, without a tear. 
While his cheek took the pallid hue 
Of the l(Hm fiftce beneath his view. 
That look, reflected on his brain. 
Held and possessed him with its pain. 
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His sinking eyes grew pale and dim^ 
Yet still they seemed to gaze on him ! 
Gold dews npon his brow prevail^ 
Tremoors his every nerre assail ; 
Till consciousness and sorrow fail ; 
And stnp(nr dwells on all his soul 
With heavy^ terrible control. 

VII. 

Fitzharding watched one mourner long^ 
From bier to bier among the throngs 
Till he paused o'er a warrior dead^ 
Disguised by wounds^ distorted^ dreads 
And mangled so that none could know. 
The helmet was not on his brow^ 
Nor shield upon his breast was laid; 
It rested 'neath the tomb's low shade. 
But from that guardian shield beneath. 
From forth those shadows drear of death. 
Mute and forlorn, a dog crept near. 
No antics spoke his grateful che^r ; 
No short quick bark, no stifled cry 
Pealed, as when step he loved was nigh ; 
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Bat by the stranger sad he stood» 
And upward looked^ in doabting mood. 

Tin. 
A little spaniel dog was he. 

All silver-white his hair^ 
Save some few spots of red-tawney^ 

With forehead high and fair. 
His lively eyes were hazel bright^ 

And mild and tender^ too> 
And fall of sympathy's qaick lights 

Artless and warm and true. 
Full often gaily had he run 

In sport o'er field and wood^ 
With his dear lord^ round Alban's towB« 

Now — crimsoned with his blood I 
And, all for sport, had sought this day 

His master's step afar. 
Till, coming where he bleeding lay 

U^n his bed of war. 
He knew him, through his dead disguise. 
And owned him promptly with loud cries; 
Then, silent, crouched him by his side. 
Faithful the utmost to abide. 
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And when the monks came 'mong the alain^ 
He^ with qnick paws and angry plain> 
llalf bark^ half howl^ in efforts vain 
Still tried to gnard his long-loved friend 
From stranger's foot^ from stranger's hand. 
He saw them bring the gory shroud^ 

And bear that helpless friend away ; 
Then, fearless, 'mid the trampling crowd. 
He followed close — ^lamenting loud ; 

Nor threat, nor blow, his steps could stay, 
Nor &ir words his forbearance buy; 

And now beneath his bleeding bier. 

Though he might shed no mourner's tear. 
He paid him sorrow's obsequy. 

IX. 

Now, as the stranger turned his view. 
He his lost son's companion knew. 
And then the shield, from which he crept. 
Where he for hours mute watch had kept ; 
Then was the mournful truth made plain 
A fether could not doubt again : 
He saw his dead son resting here, 

VOL. III. K 
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And checked no more the bitter tear. 
The dog, who late had drooping stood 

With fixed and earnest eye. 
Soon as the stranger changed his mood 

To sorrow's ecstasy. 
Owned his dear master's sire in grief, 
And sprang, as if to give relief 

By sad responsive cry; 
And even strove those tears to dry. 

That now came rolling by. 
Stronger no human tongue could speak. 

Soothing and comforting. 
Than his, who dried the mourner's cheek. 

With tender minist'ring. 
The eye, that never tear had shed. 

Knew well that sign of woe ; 
The heart, that never his pangliad. 

Could sympathy bestow ! 

X. 

Deem it not trivial that so long 
Has paused the solemn funeral song 
For tale of poor and humble friend. 
Where truth and simple goodness blend ; 
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Since gratitude^ wherever found. 

Fidelity, sagacious love. 

In whatsoever shape they move. 
Claim praise where griefs abound. ' 

And 'mid this scene of mortal fate. 

Of raging passions, pride and hate. 
Oh ! soothing, — soothing was the sound 
Of artless love and gratitude ! 
Sweet as, in pause of tempest rude. 
The warble of some lonely flute. 
That seems its empire to dispute 
Awhile — but swells, and dies away 
At last, beneath the tempest's sway ! 
Thus sweet and sad the memory, 
O ! poor and faithful friend, of thee ! 

XI. 

Still round the dead the mourners stray, 
Pause oft, and stoop upon their way. 
Till some known crest, or visage deftr 
To changeless grief changed hope and fear. 
Sunk by degrees the moan of woe. 
From those, who claimed the dead below. 
R 2 
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Step after step departing fell^ 
Paused at the porch> in last farewell^ 
Till all is lone by tomb and bier^ 
Save that a monk sits shadowy here^ 
Or man-at-arms^ at interval^ 
Havock's and Death's grim sentinel. 
Muttered strange phrase ungenial. 
Now rolled the tj^jfidoB, that had broke 
O'er distant hills, since curfew spoke ; 
Now the forked lightning, passing by. 
Awoke the angel-form on high. 
Beneath the crystal tracery. 
And showed each secret gallery. 
Where, starting back into the night. 
Many a visage shrunk from sight. 

XII. 

Fitzharding, by the thunder roused. 
Thought of the sufferers still unhoused, 
Chaded from their ranks to heath and wood^ 
By civil treachery pursued. 
Plundered of arms and harness gear. 
And hiding from the murderers near. 
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Then came the fear^ that there might stray 
His ^Either on the wild heath-way^ 
Old and alone, robbed of his arms. 
Listening each step to new alarms ; 
Till, worn by past and present toil. 
He sinks upon the bare, damp soil. 
And, stretched low on earthy bed. 
This tempest mocks his hoary head. 
Then came the fear — ah no, the hope 
Himself might with such evils cope ; 
Then filled his mind this chiefest care — 
That he his father's fate might share ! 

XIII. 

These thoughts awoke impatience high ; 
He turned to leave the gallery. 
His father's fate elsewhere to learn. 

Though yet below Duke Richard's train. 

Feigning to guaid a warrior slain, 
Guileful and still, wait his return. 
As his eyes o'er the gallery glance. 
Seemed a dim shadow to advance. 
Scarce shaped upon the twilight pale. 
And faintly bade Fitzharding hail. 
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'Twas Clement, who, with ready care^ 
Came to enjoin him yet beware 
Duke Richard's scoats, (m watch below^ 
Where, he had secret cause to know. 
They stood to give a dagger blow 
To one, who yet their search had fled — 
Lancastrian knight — so was it said. 
And Clement pointed where, in guile. 

Those men in arms within the g|loom. 
Who traced the Baron down the aisle. 

Still lingered near St. Scytha's tomb. 

XIV. 

Since, then, Fitzharding here must rest. 
He mournfully the Monk addressed — 
'' Wilt thou, meanwhile, the aisles explore. 
And make strict search the corpses o'er } 
These are the signs thy search shall lead ; 
Mark them, and then away, with speed ! 
Tall is my fstther's fotm, but age 

Has bent it with a gentle sway. 
Drawn on his visage wrinkles sage. 

And strewn his locks with silver-grey. 
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And this the fashion of the steely 
That may^ alas ! my sire reveal : 
Plain^ plaited steel ; no inlaid gold 
Is graven round each clasping fold ; 
His helmet^ all of iron proof. 
Is golden-damadked ; and aloof 
The leopard for his crest is known. 
His visor shows three bars alone ; 
His gilded spurs have motto bossed — 

XV. 

While thus Fitzharding, with a sigh^ 

Pictured the warrior's pageantry^ 

While each remembered sign he drew 

Gave his sire's image to his view^ 

He paused^ o'ercome with sudden dread, 

As if he saw his father dead. 

The Monk in' listening silence stood^ 

With look that spoke his mournful mood, 

And bent his head in meek assent^ 

And on his solemn errand went. 
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XVI. 

Fitsharding from his station viewed 

His friend pass slowly on the aisle^ 
Whose steps his anxious eyes pursued^ 
Watched every gesture^ attitude^ 

And pause^ however slight, the while. 
The ordered biers he moved among, 
And o'er each corpse inquiring hung. 
As slowly on the forms he dwelt, 
Fitzharding dread impatience felt. 
Mingled with anger and surprise. 
As pauses bade new fears arise. 
" Oh ! need he doubt .^ a single glance 
Might prove my father's countenance. 
Even now upon his face, perchance. 
He looks ! Ah ! now be seeks the crest. 
And now the shield upon his breast. 
And now the golden spur he spells. 
Still on the motto there he dwells ! 
' Would that my eyes their light could lend t 
Oh ! will these moments never end ?" 
He passes to a farther tomb ; 
Fitzharding felt as saved from doom. 
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That fiEurther bier too distant lay 
To give his doubts and terrors sway ; / 

He sought to calm his troubled mind^ 
And wait the truths with will resigned. 

XVII. 

Though now were gone the mourner-train^ 

One weeping form appeared again. 

A figure^ wrapt in pilgrim fold^ 

Passed as with desperation bold ; 

On as she stept^ went dose beside^ 

A Monk^ as guardian and as guide. 

She glanced on every warrior's £ace ; 

And, though she passed with frantic pace> 

Yet was there in her gesture grace^ 

That gave to sorrow dignity^ 

And drew and fixed Fitzharding's eye. 

He sighed to thinks that frame so slight 

Must meet affliction's rudest blight ; 

That sensibility so keen 

Had dared to rush upon this scene^ 

Where nerves^ that had sustained the fights 

Shuddered and shrunk^ and shunned the sight. 
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'' She seeks, perchance, a husband slain ; 
If found — ^how may her heart sustain 
The dreadful truth?" 'Twas thus he said, 
'' How may she view her husband dead ?" 

XFIII. 

Struck with a solemn sympathy. 

He groaned, and watched what she might see : 

A softer pity touched his breast 

From contrast, as this stranger's woes. 
And Florence in her home of rest, 

Upon his fimcy rose. 
He thought what her state might have been. 
Had she been doomed to this dread scene. 

And blessed her in repose. 
Her fears must all aside be cast> 
If safe his messenger had passed. 

XIX. 

Some likeness in their grace and air. 
On Florence still detained his thought. 

And, as he marked the stranger's care, 
A deeper pity for her wrought. 

She bent upon St. Scytha's tomb. 
That lay beneath Fitzharding's eye. 
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Viewed the dead warrior through the gloom^ 
And^ reading respite of her doom^ 

She looked^ in thankfulness^ on high : — 
And^ as the light beamed o'er her face^ 
The Baron could her features trace. 
Upon his mind, like sudden spell. 
Terror and consternation dwell ! 
'Tis Florenpe ! 'tis herself ! his own 
Venturing among the dead alone. 

XX. 

Short was the spell^ that fixed him here : 

Forgotten every danger near^ 

Save those^ that might her steps await : 

Forgotten even his threatened fate. 

He rushes on the aisle below; 

And clasps that pilgrim form of woe. 

His voice recalls her fleeting sense ; 

She lifts her eyes, but sight is gone ! 
Her trembling lips, that would dispense 

Affection, comfort, joy alone, 
Murmur but with a feeble moan. 
Fitzharding called aloud for aid. 
And would have borne her from this shade 
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Through every danger of the way^ 
Even where the watchful foeman may 
Seize on him for his instant prey. 

XXI. 

The monk attendant, late her guide. 
Warned him of ill, that must betide 
From Richard's bands, these walls between. 
If there Lancastrian were seen. 
Then to the cloister straight he hied. 
And soon his ready zeal supplied 
Such aid as twice recalled her life. 
From joy and sorrow's various strife. 
'Twas he^ who found her senseless laid. 
Long since, when she a form surveyed. 
And, having raised the veil of death. 
Had caught the ghastly glimpse beneath. 
Which brought to her. balf-wildered mind 
The very form she feared to find. 

xxiz. 
Grief may be painted ; 'tis of earth : 
But joy, which is of heavenly birth. 
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Of spirit all — celestial fire — 
May not be known^ 
May not be shown^ 

Save in the smile its beams inspire. 
Such smile spoke thoughts denied to breath ; 

Such smile on Flprence' lips was seen ; 
It lightened o'er this world of deaths 

And with its glory veiled the scene ! 
She saw alone her husband saved ! 

Horror and grief had vanished now ; 
Present and future ill she braved^ 

Might but her steps with his steps go. 
She viewed not shape stand watching by, 
With curious and with cruel eye. 

XXIII. 

How different was Fitzharding's state ! 
No joy beamed on his anxious mind ; 
But terrors for his father's fate^ 
With fears for Florence now combined.- 
Even at that moment^ suddenly, 
Might he his father's image see 
Stretched on some marble near ! 
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Ere Florence might be spared such sights 
Or shrouded from Duke Richard*s mighty 
How might he seek the bier ? 

XXIV, 

To save her from this scene o£ dread 

And chance of various ill> 
The cloister gallery he had fled 

Seemed place of refuge still. 
But her sole fear on this sad ground, 
Was loss of him so lately found. 

Prophetic seemed it to her heart 

If now they part— they ever part ! 
All other danger^ light as air^ 
Claimed not with her a single care. 
Sure of his life^ her peace was sure ; 
What need of safe retreat for her ? 
'Twas not in shrouding solitude ; 
Far distant woe might there intrude. 
'Twas even at her husband's side^ 
That safety was — whatever betide ; 
For^ come the worsts they share it all^ 
Together live— together fall. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AHOKG THE DEAD. 375 

XXV. 

Fitzharding thought not thus : — He dared 
Meet woe alone — not woe thus shared. 
But^ dreading now again to part^ 
His judgment yielded to his heart ; 
He caught the courage of her love ; 
What she feared not he thought not of. 
Then, while he bade, with tender care, 
Florence for dismal sights prepare. 
Her only answers were a sigh 
And smile of sadness soon passed by. 
She drew the dark hood o'er her head. 
And followed closely where he led. 
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14. Hbnbt Mastbrton; by the author of" Richelieu," and " Damley," 3 vols. 

15. Lbgbnds of thb Rhinb and Low CocNTRiBs ; by the author of" Highways 

and Byways," 3 vols. 

16. MiSBRiBS OP Marbiagb, or. The Fair of May Fair; by the authoress of 

" Mothers and Daughters," 3 vols. 

17. Thb Nbw Forrst; by the author of" Brambletye House, &c. 3 vols. 

18. Nbw Ararian Nights' Entbrtainhbmts, 3 vols. 

19. Paul Clippord; by the author of" Pelham," 8 vols. 

SO. RioHRLiBU ; by the Rulhor of" Damley/' and " De L*Orhb," 3 vols. 

21. Thb Rohancb op Rbal Lipb; by the authoress of " Mothers and Daughters," 

3 vols. 

22. Salathibl, a Story of the Past, the Present, and the Future, 3 vols. 

23. Talbs op thb Barlt Centoribs; by the author of " Brambletye House," 

8 vols. 

24. Talbs op Travbl, or. Traits of Men and Cities; by the author of " Highways 

and Byways," 3 vols- 

25. Talrs of London; by an Antiquary, 3 vols. 

86. Talks prom FROiasARr; by the late Barry St. Leger, Esq. 3 vols. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LONDON, 1834. 

CHEAP NEW LIBRARIES 

'OF ENTERTAINMENT. 



PUBLISHING MONTHLY. 

I. 

COLBURN'S MODERN NOVELISTS; 

A COLLECTION OF 

€it mo0t (elefiratelr W^oxta of ILibing aut^ots. 

Handsomely printed in postSvo, dccasionally embellisbed with Plates, 
and bound in morocco cloth, price only Four Shillings pee Volume, 
being little more than one- third of the original price. 

This collection, which must not be confounded with other ad- 
vertised Libraries, mW be confined to the most sterling Works of tlie 
most distinguished living Authors; and, as the copyrights are the 
exclusive property of Mr. Colbum, they cannot appear in any other 
collection. The plan of tliis New Monthly Publication differs from 
that of the W a verley Novels in this respect, — ^that it gives, on the first 
of every month, the entire tdork, whether it be in one, two, or three 
volumes. The work is also cheaper, being handsomely printed in 
postSvo., occasionally embellished with plates, and bound in mo- 
rocco cloth, at the price of only Four Shillings per Volume, or little 
more than one-third the original cost. 

'* When fhepublicatioD of the deservedly popalar edition of the Waverley Novels 
commenced at the then unprecedentedly low pnce of 6s. per volume, the reading 
world was at once astonished and delighted. The article was both good and 
cheap. But to no one is the public more indebted for the requisite combination 
of quality and quantity than to the publisher of a series of works of fiction, under 
the title of The Modem Novelists, and of the series under the denomination of 
Irish National Tales. The latter, in fact, forms a proper sequel to, or companion 
of, ttie former. Here, too, the cheapness of the Waverley novels is eclipsed. They 
are ss. per volume ; these are only 4s. ; of a handsome size, good paper and print, 
and neatly lettered in green and gold. The opening works also, ' The Nowlans,' 
* The Croppy,* &c. are by Banim, the author of • Crohoore of the Bill-hook,' &c. : 
and all who are acquainted with his powerful productions are aware of the fact, 
that Sir Walter Scott himself was not more at home in Scotland than is Banhn in 
Ireland. It is impossible not to wish success to such a publication as this." — Qlobe. 

PUBLISHED FOR HENRY COLBURN, 

BY R. BENTLEY ; AND SOLD BY EVEBY BOOKSELLER- THROUGHOUT THE KflfGDOM ; 
ALSO BY BELL AJID BHADFUTE, EDINBURGH ; AND J. GUMMING, DUBLIN. 
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COLBURN'S MODERN NOVELISTS. 



WORKS ALREADY PUBLISHED IN THIS COLLECTION, 

AND SOLD 8KPABATKLT. 



TREMAZNB; 
OR, THE MAN OF R&FZN&MBNT. 

BY R. P. WARD, Esq. 

3 rols. 12<. bound; originally published at I/. 11«. 6d. 

" We feel assured tbat no fiutidious person, who is at all awake to his own de- 
fects, can read ' Tremaine* without being persuaded that it affords most useful 
and practical lessons of conduct. Our youth look to the poetry, and not to the 
reality of life ; and it is the otf}ect of this book to show tbat the individual who 
adopts such an idea mars bis own happiness, as much as he fails in his duty 
towards the conmnunity. It is the object of this novel to show, that no duty or in- 
nocent occupation which occupies the rest of the world is to be rejected with con- 
tempt ; Uiat society, if worthy in other respects, is not to be shunned because it is 
not supereminently refined, and that even the sweets of literature are to be sipped 
rather than swallowed in a draught."— Q«ar/er/jf Review. 



DB VBRB; 
ORj THB MAN OF ZNDBPBNDBNCE. 

BY THE ATTTHOR OF '* TREMAINE." 
3 vols. 12«. bound ; originally published in 4 vols, for 2/. 2s. 

" De Vere is one of the ablest productions ai its kind which has ever been pub- 
Uhed; we have met with no work of such extraordinary merit.*' — Literary 
Oaxette. 

" The author of De Vere has shown his unquestionable titie to rank among tiie 
true historical painters of manners and human nature.*' — New Monihlp Magofeine. 

" De Vere will be regarded by the most refined and intelligent of the amiable 
part of the creation in the light of a precious legacy from an artist of the very 
highest order. Experience of life, not only in its higher and more brilliant colours, 
but also in its massive, and all its most touching shades, speaks to us throughout 
this work in the earnest tone of a friend who is truly solicitous for our happiness ; 
and speaks in a tone often so persuasive, always so graceful, so gentiemanly, and 
so engaging, that we unaffectedly pity the heart which it cannot penetrate, and 
lament the corruption which it cannot reform. With this high purpose dignifying 
his labours, and exalting his talents far above the feme of the mere novelist, the 
author of De Vere combines much of that witchery of romance which sheds so 
fttscinating a spell around minds even of the most uncultivated order } but is pecu- 
liarly becoming and attractive, when we see it operating, unchecked and unre- 
proved, upon a bright and pure intellect, polished by the most refined education, 
and resting on a heart so admirably attuned to all the kindly sensibilities of our 
nature, that nothing connected with the amelioration and felicity of Ms species is 
indifferent to his feelings.*'— itfonM/^ Review. 
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COLBURN'S MODERN NOVELISTS. 

III. 

SAYZNQS AND DOZNQS. 

BY THEODORE HOOK, Esq. 

Compriaing Th« Sutherland*, The Man of many Friends, Doubti and Fean, and Faarioa 
and Principle. 

3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at IL 11 «. 6d, 
" Full of unse saws and modem instances.''* — Shakspeare. 

•* I have for many years watched the world, and have set down all that I have 
seen > and out of this collection of materials, I have thrown tog-ether a few 
historic illustrations of quaint sayings, the truth and sagacity of which the 
characters introduced by me have unconsciouslv exemplified in their lives and 
conduct ; and which I have the small merit of bringing to bear, after long obser. 
vation, upon the axioms affixed to each tale. In short, I have thought it a curious 
matter of speculation to compare the ' doings* of tiie modems, with the ' sayingt^ 
of the ancients -, and therefore submit to the public a few ' wise saws" illustrated 
by * modem instances,**— Author*s Pre/ace. 

** This is a book abounding In pleasant scenes, good sayings, and witty dialogueis." 

** The eye of a keen playful wit and satirist has been upon the world in a vast 
variety of its spheres of action and affectation, and here we have " the harvest of 
that unquiet eye.**- Blackwood*s Magazine. 

** Sayings and Doings is a work of more than ordinary merit, eomprising admi- 
rable portraits of human character with Tales of real or fictitious life.*' 

LUeraty Chronicle, 

IV. 

NEW SERIES OF 

SAYZNQS AND DOZNQS. 

Comprising Cousin WiUiam, — Gervase Skinner. 

3 vols. 12s. bound; originally published at \L lis. Sd, 

** These tales partake of the merits of the former series, while they excel them 
in vivacity, truth, and copiousness of character. Mr. Hook*s works are the most 
lively, and at the same time the truest pictures of life we have yet met with.**— J^/cu. 

V. 

VZVZAN GRBY. 

BY D'ISRAELI thb Tounobr. 
Complete, the 5 vols, in 4, for 16«., bound ; originally published at 21. 9». 6d, 
The last three vols, may be had separately at 12»., to complete the first edition. 

" Decidedly the cleverest production of the class to which it belongs.'* 

London Mag, 

** We hail the author as a master in his art ; and we may venture to appeal to 
the work he has produced* as at once a prognostic and accomplishment of original 
invention, that tare faculty in the genius of this age.** 

" These volumes abound with passages not surpassed for their beauty in our 
literature. Delicacy and sweetness are mingled with impressive eloquence and 
energetic truth. The magic of the s^le simply consists in the emotions uf the 
writer. He is a thinker who makes others think; and these volumes will be re- 
perused at intervals with the delight of novelty.'* 

" Wlien the writer of Vivian Grey carried his Hero into Germany, he seems to 
have been inspired with the spirit of its romance. The legend of the Wild Jager 
has been made powerful use of in the detail of a midnight adventure. The satirical 
pictures of the baths at Ems, and the ludicrous revel at the Forest house, will bear 
a comparison with the drinking scene in Alsatia, in the ' Fortunes of Nigel.*— 
Morning Chronicle. 

*• The continuation of * Vivian Grey' comes recommended by qualities which 
prodigiously outweigh all the commoner attractions of the first two volumes, 
heightened as they were by the exuberant wit, the occasional bursts of warmth 
and poetiy, the felicitous and facile satire, and the bold and sketchy portrait, 
painting or their brilliant Author. Combined with all the gaiety and spirit, the ra- 
pidity and variety of the first series, the continuation displays powers of a much 
loftier order.*'— ^omtn^ Chronicle, 
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BRAMBX.&TY& ROUSB; 
OR, OAVAX.ZERS AND ROUITDHBADS. 

BY HORACE SMITH, Esq. 

ONE OF THE AUTHORS OF '* BBJBCTKD ADDRESSES.** 

8 vols. 12s. bound; origindty published at 1/. 11 «. 6J. 

VII. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 

THB TOR HZZiZi. 

3 vols. 12s. bound ; originally published at 1/. 11«. 6d, 

** The anthor of ' Brambletye House * has great power, very great power; and, 
while reading him, we feel that we have a master to deal with , and if he do not 
reach the grandeor to which the author of Waverley occasionally rises, his course 
is more regular, his vigour better sustained, and a more steady interest is kept up 
throughout. If we are less frequently astonished, we are more uniformly pleased; 
and if there be less energy of genius, there are, at least, equal correctness of taste, 
and an equal share of good sense and shrewdness of observation. 

" Like our great Scottish Novelist, he has shown wonderful versatility of talent, 
and the grave, the comic, the humble, and the sublime— what excites pleasure, 
and what overwhelms with terror and awe, seem equally natural to him.** — 

Edinburgh Magazine. 

VIII. 

REUBBN AP8XJSY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF BRAMBLETYE HOUSE. 
3 vols. 12«. bound ; originally published at 1/. lis. 6d. 

IX. 

TUB NBIV rORBST. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 
3 vols. 12«. bound ; originally published at 1/. 1 Is. 6d, 

" Mr. Smith, who has so distingui^ed himself by the historical romance, here 
comes to oar own times, and draws his amusing and able pictures from life as it 
exists in the every-day world. After having sketched with a keen and vivid 
pencil the court wits and beauties of the seventeenth century, he has suddenly 
adopted the more natural, if ruder, species <rf human nature, which are to be found 
in the nineteenth : and for royal palaces, we have cottages and sea-shores ; for 
the smooth-shaven walks of Hampton Court, the wild heaths and umbrageous 
hollows of the New Forest; and for the glittering denizens of high life, the 
smuggler, the innkeeper, the foreign adventurer, and the country squire.*' 

Morning Chronicle, 
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COLBURN'S MODERN NOVELISTS. 

X. ■ 

YB8 AND NO. 

BY THE EARL OF MULGRAYE, 
iUTHOR OF " matilda/* &C. 

With Portrait of the Author, 2 vols. 8«. bound ; originally published at 1/. Is. 
** It is long since we have read any novel so piquant, so pleasant, so racy, as this 
production of Iiord Normauby."— Lofufon Magaxine, 



PBX.HAM; 
OR, THE ADVENTURES OF A QENTX-EMAN. 

BY EDWARD LYTTON BULWER, Esq. 
3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. 11«. 6(/. 

*' In the order of Novels of Fashionable Life we never expected to see a produc- ' 
tion of the talent and utility of Pclham, which immeasurably excels all other per> 
formauces of the same genus. We have no hesitation -in afllrming, that, of all 
the novel writers of the present day, the author of Pelhain is the best moralist — 
perhaps we ought to say, the only moralist, in the scientific sense of the word. 
The appearance of such a book is tlie outward and visiUie sign of an improvement 
which we have hailed with delight in the rising generation."— £xamtn«r. 

XII. 

THE DZSOTHTNED. 

BY THE AUIHOR OP " PELHAM." 

With Poitrait, 3 vols. \2s. bound ; originally published in 4 vols., at 21. 2s. 

** If Pelham justly raised for its Author a very high character, the Disowned will 
raise it fax higher."— Lt/frar^y Gamette. 



DEVEREUX. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "PELHAM." 
3 vols. 125. bound; originally published at 1/. 11*. 6c/. 

** A first-rate Novel, the production of a first-rate mind."— L«erary Gazette. 

" Men of all grades, and of every character, have been familiar to me. War — 
love — ambition — the scroll of sages — the festivals of wit — the intrigues of 

states all that agitates mankind, the hope and the fear, the labour and the 

pleasure — the great drama of vanities, with the little interludes of wisdom ; 
these have been the occupations of my manhood — ^these will furnish forth the 
materials of that history which is now open to your survey." — Introduction. 

This tale includes a series of years, from Charles the Second to George the 
Second ; and all the celebrated public characters who figured during that bril- 
liant aud eventful period ai'e introduced as agent« in the story. Lord Doling- 
broke is a leading character ; and the picture, drawn by the novelist, of this 
great man, is one of the finest and most dramatic specimens extant of literary 
portraiture. — Globe. 
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FX.ZRTATZON. 

BY THE HON. LADY CHARLOTTE BIJRY. 
3 yoU. 129. bound ; originally published at 1/. lis. 6^. 

The noble authoress of this work is the sister of the Duke of Argyle. On 
its first publication she had the honour and pleasure of receiving, through the 
medium of the Duchess of Gloucester, a message from his late Majesty, George 
lY. in approval of the work, and anticipating the good effects it would have on 
the morals, conduct, and taste of young ladies of high birth. 

" This novel poeseaaes three popular recommendations— the name of the author ; 
its own name. Flirtation ; and the excellence of its purpose. The whole tendency 
of the work Is to discountenance a * reigning' vice,' and implant a worthy virtue 
in its stead ; it may do good where it could be least expected. It may teach some 
women (and even fashionable ones) to put a proper value upon themselves." 

Literary Oazette. 

** It is reported that Lady Charlotte Bury, in her novel entiUed * Flirtation,' 
' has sketched from the life two sisters, lately celebrated, in the haui monde, for 
thdr beauty, their accomplishments, the romantic singularity of their story, and 
tbe melancholy contrast of their destinies." — Globe. 

** The Novel before us furnishes a link which was wanting: in the chain. We 
congratulate the public upon the appearance of a novel which abounds with good 
taste and good feeling, and which, while it pleases and interests, conveys a moral 
well worthy the consideration of the dass of persons into whose hands Flirtation 
will naturaUy fall."- JoAn Bull. 

XV. 

RZaH\!irAYS AND BY-THTAYS. 

•BY THOMAS COLLEY GRATTAN, Esq. 

Comprising Caribsrt^^ thr Hunter; The Priest and the Garde du Corps; 
and the Voueb au Blanc, or Maid devoted to the Virgin. 

In 3 vols. 12s. bound; originally published at 1/. Ws. 6d, 

XVI. 

NEW SERIES OF 

HZOHWAYS AXVD BY-WAYS. 

Containing the Caoot^s Hut> the Conscript^s Bride, &c. 
3 vols. 12^. bound ; originally published at 1/. 1 Is. 6d, 

** The plan of this work was in itself excellent : it united two most popular 
species of literature ; the novel, with its fictitious interest— and trav^t giving 
truth and real life as the basis of the picture." — Lit. Oazette. 

** The writer of * Highways and Byways * possesses very powerful claims upon 
our admiration on many accounts." — Monthly Magazine. 

** It would be a difficult task to determine to what genus of literature the 
productions of Mr. Grattan belong. Not to mere novelty fuid romance, certainly ; 
they are too paregnant with the philosophy of life, and the development of human 
motive; neither to tourism and travel- writing ; thougb, without the dulnesses 
which characterise this dass, they are rife with all its instruction, and more than 
its entertainment. Mr. Grattan t^es a wider field and nobler views than these— 
the history of the human Aear^, and very often the history of actual human beings.** 

** There is a great deal of vivacity and humour, as well as pathos, in these 
stories ; and they are told with a power of national character-painting that could 
have only resulted firom long residence in France, and from habits of social 
intimacy with the unsophisticated and country.part of the French community, 
with whom the English traveller seldom gives himself the trouble of getting 
acquainted." — New Monthly Magazine. 
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XVII. 

QRANBY. 

BY T. H. LISTER, Esq. 
S YoU. I2s. bouBd; origiiiAlly published at 1/. 7«. 

XVIII. 

RSRBBRT X.ACY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP " GRANBY." 
8 vols. I2s. bound ; originally published at U. lis. 6d. 

" The peculiar species of talent,** says the Edinburgh Review, "required for 
this task (that of the Novelist of Modem Life), seems to us to be possessed in 
an eminent degree by Mr. Lister. Nothing can exceed the truth and keeping of 
his sketches, or rather cabinet pictures, from real life. He is a close observer, 
and in a right spirit ; he neither writes a satire nor a eulogy, but shows us 
men and women as they are *, — ^too often selfish and frivolous no doubt ; yet 
often preserving in the heart, as in a citadel, principles of honour and strong 
feeling, which ever and anon break forth to humanise and vivify the waste 
about them. The good and evil of life are balanced with a steady and impar- 
tial hand ; and lesson^ of manners, "Virtue, wisdom, cheerfulness and toleration, 
are every where insinuated in action, or illustrated iu the shape of animated 
and natural dialogue. 

*' We have read * Herbert Lacy ' with more satisfaction than any of the class of 
novels to which it belongs. In the descriptions of persons, and in tiie conduct of 
the story of this novel, it more nearly resembles the productions of the same 
kind of Miss EdgeworUi, than any other writer we at present can call to mind.*' 



XIX. 

MRS. RADCLIPFE'S POSTHUMOUS ROMANCE. 

QASTON DS BXiONDBVZXiXiBj 

OR^ THB COURT OF KBNRY ZZZ. 

A BOMANCB. 

BY ANNE RADCLIFFE, 
AUTHORESS OF THE " ROMANCE OF THE FOREST,** " MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHp,** &C. 

To which are prefixed, 

MEMOIRS OF THE AUTHOR, WITH EXTRACTS FROM HER DIARY. 

In 2 vols. 8«. bound. 

" Mrs. Radcliffe's new romance is worthy to be hers ; her imag:e and super- 
scription are upon it. We tread again the enchanted ground over which we 
wandered in the days of yore. We fancy ourselves once more with Emily in the 
Castle of Udolpho, and La Motte in the gloomy recesses of the forest. The scene 
is laid in England, and in the days of chivalry ."—JVeu>« of Literature. 

" Mrs. Radcliffe's last romance is likely to attract, in no common degree, the 
attention of the literary world. The delicacy of her sentiments, the force and 
beauty of her refiectitms, and the splendour of her imagination, are conspicuous 
in every page." — JBn'^A Prese. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LIBRARY OF IRISH ROMANCE. 

Complete in 19 Volumes. 

0» the Bttme plan aa IA^Modkkm Novelists, a mi tMmted eoery n>onth handsomely 
printed in poat Bm. and bound in morocco cloth, price only At. per volume, origin 
naUy pmbliahed at IQe. 6d. each volume, 

IRISH NATIONAL TALES. 

BY THE MOST DISTINGUISHED MODERN AUTHORS. 

That which has already heen done for Scottish National History, 
hy the uniform collection of Sir Walter Scott's admirable Tales, is 
here proposed to be done in b^alf of Irish Story, by the re^produc- 
tion, on the much approved plan of cheap Monthly Publication, of 
the most celebrated Works of Modem Times, illustrative of the 
peculiarities of the Sister Kingdom. 

CONTENTa 



TO-DAY ZN ZRBZ.AND. 

BY E. E. CROWE, ESQ. 

Comprisiog " Th» Cardkbs/' ** Comnemaiu,'' " Old and New Light," and 

** The Toole's Warning.* * 

3 vols. 12«. bound. 
n. 
YB8T&RDAV ZN ZR&Z.AND. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

Comprising ** Corramahon," and the ** Northerns of 1798." 

3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. 11«. 6d. 

" We have always been the forwardest in nphoLding the striking merits of * To- 
day in Ireland.' When others have been fascinated by tlie romance of the 
' 0*Hara Tales/ or by the truth and nature of tiie great inventor of the ' Castle 
Rackrent,' we have always maintained the utility, the reality, the patriotism of 
the one novel of the author who has now grone a day back in his titular almanack. 
These qualities are as visible in his present production as in his former one."— 
SpeettUor. 

III. 
THB CROPPY; 

A TALE OF THE IRISH REBELLION. 

BY THB AUTHOR OF " THE NOWLANS," " THE ANGLO-IRISH," &c. 

3 vols. I2s. bound ; originally published at 1/. lis* 6d, 

*' Delighted as we have been with all the previous productions of these gifted 
authors, it was reserved for the ' Croppy' alone to impress us with any idea (rf the 
ftai extent of their genius and capabilities. The story itself glows with Oie very 
essence of romance and excitation."— L»7e)'ary Chronicle. 
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LIBRARY OF IRISH ROMANCE. 

IV. 

NOlVZiANS AND FBTER 6F TJHB OASTI.B; 

TALES BY THE O HARA FAMILY. 

DEDICATED TO THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. 11 «. 6d. 

" The author is truly a man of talent and grenlus." — Lit. Gazette. 

** The author is one of the most masterly painters of national character that 
have yet appeared in Ireland." — Edinburgh Review. 

** Since the appearance of the earliest' and best of the series of Waverley 
novels, nothing in the way of literature has so excited the public mind as the 
Tales by the O'Hara Family."— i^/.tc7 Mwithly Magazine. 

" These powerful productions have been characterised by a well-known autho- 
rity, as ' great Pictures of an unopened vein of national manners, containing as 
bold etchmg and <U9 fine masses of chiaro *8curo as were ever produced even by 
the exquisite burin of the Scottish Rembrandt.* " 

'* The Nowlans exhibit the struggles and suiTeringa, before and after a breach 
of his ordination vows, of a young Roman Catholic priest, and the miseries of a 
sister, partly resulting from his fetll."— ilfomtn^ Chronicle. 

** We question whether any story was ever written of a more affecting and 
tragical character than 'The Nowlans.' The peculiar state of society in Ireland, 
and the conflicting interests of two modes of faith, are depicted with fearful 
energy."— G/oAe. 

v. 

TRB ANaX.O-ZRZ8H OF THB NZNBTBBNTH 
CBNTVRY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " THE NOWLANS," " THE CROPPY," &c. * 
B vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. Ws. 6d. 

" The singular character of this novel, and the peculiarity of talent in every 
chapter, might have directed public coi^ectures better than to the several eminent 
persons to whom it has been attributed. The incidents of Irish history, and the 
character, notions, feelings, and habits, engendered by the unprecedented situa- 
tion of the people, combine to form a source of interest as fertile and as various 
as that Aroni which the great Novelist of the North has created his historical 
Romances."— CAromWe. 

•* We can confidently recommend • The Anglo-Irish* as a work of wit^ interest, 
and instruction. It would do no discredit to the romantic genius of the author of 
* Waverley.' **—Eraminer. 

** The author was an eye witness to the various scenes in which the late Lord 
Castlereagh, the Duke of Wellington, and many others, figure so prominently in 
this story."— flf/ofttf. 

▼I- 

THB O'BRZBNS AND TZZB O'FZiAHBRTYS. 

BY LADY MORGAN. 

4 vols, price I6s. bound ; originally published at 2/. 2s. 

** A story of deep and romantic interest, exhibiting powerful and characteristic 
portraits of the leading Nobility of Ireland, of the domestic life of her gentry, and 
the manners of her peasantry ; valuable also as an historical record . of facts 
derived from personal acquaintance with the personages who figured both in the 
Rebellion and the Union." 

" Lady Morgan has on this occasion excelled herself, and has furnished the 
admirers of historical romance with a high and extraordinary treat."— Li/erary 
Chronicle. 

" We have scenes from the spirit-stirring drama, of which the catastrophe was 
the Rebellion, that rival in their spirit, brilliancy, and effect, anything that fiction 
can present :— scenes, that have the beauty of the deepest tragedy ; sketches, and 
moving pictures of humour, that stir all the sources of comic emotion, from quiet 
smiles to profuse laughter j wit that lightens and sparkles over the whole, and 
contrasts the tints, which the authoress's good taste hamonises into a delightful 
general effect."— Xonifon Weekly Review. 
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THE 

NAVAL AND MILITARY LIBRARY 

OF BNTERTAZNMENT; 

n S^nin of miott^ 

CfflEPLY FROM THE PENS OF DISTINGUISHED OFFICERS. 

COMPLSTB IN TWBNTT TOLUMBS. 

On the iune plan as ** Colbum^s Modern Novelists ;** — a Set issued every 
Month, handsomely printed^ in post 8vo. and bound in morocco cloth, price 
only 4«. per Volume, originally published at lOs. 6d. each. 

The principles of economy and general convenience which have already sug- 
gested, in several successful instances, the cheap monthly publication of works 
pertaining to the lighter and more amusing departments of literature, had not 
hitherto been called into operation, in a similar manner, for the benefit of the 
Army and Navy. This omission is now rectified by the formation of a collection 
pecuBarly suited to the tastes and pursuits of the members of the two Ser- 
vices, and comprising the choicest productions of modem times; and the 
entire Series, limited to 20 Volumes, will form, it is trusted, such a library 
of entertainment as Mill prove a desirable acquisition for enlivening the social 
hours of every Mess and Gun-room at home or abroad. 

CONTENTS. 

I* 

ADVSNTURES OF A NAVAZ. OFFICER. 

BY CAPTAIN MARRYATT. 

In 3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. lis. 6d» 

** Love -war— a tempest— surely there's variety j 
Also a seasoning slight of lucubration — 
A bird's eye view too of that wild, society — 
A slight glance-thrown on men of every station."— Don Jttan, 

II. 

SAZXiORS ANJ> 8AZNTS. 

BY THE AUTHORS OF "THE NAVAL SKETCH BOOK," 
3 vols. 12«. hound ; originally published at 1^ lis. 6d, 

" We never met with a work which savoured more strongly of the sea. The 
language, habits, and feelings of the sailor are delineated with a spirit which shows 
that the author heartily sympathises with the being he describes. Their reckless- 
ness, humour, bravery, superstition, and contempt and ignorance of every thing 
on shore, are all dexterously pourtrayed ; and the whole forms a picture from 
which we conceive that a landsman might learn as much of what is passing; 
afloat, as from any book that has yet appeared. There are several humorous 
scenes, some of which are worthy of Hvaoll^Xt,**— Edinburgh Review, 
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TAX.S8 OF MZI.ZTARY Z.ZF&. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " THE MILITARY SKETCH BOOK." 
3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. 11«. 6d. 
" The military are bivouacked in the heart nf society ; they are constantly in 
the centre of its gaieties } the sharers alike of the joys and the perils of life. Their 
progress is full of diversity, and their adventures are equally tinged with the 
marvellous, the pathetic, and the humorous- Our author has profited hy his 
opportunities, and seems as much at his ease among the Guerillas and spoliated 
vineyards of Spain, as when he sketches the domestic doings in the pleasant sum- 
mer quarters at Bath.'*— J«««. 

TV. 
THE CHBZiSSA PSNSZONBRS. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " THE SUBALTERN." 
A Collection of Tales supposed to be related by a Club of retired Officers. 

CONTENTS. 



The Recruit. 

A Day in the Neutral Ground. 

Sarratoga. 



Maida. 

A Pyrenean Adventure. 

The Rivals. 



3 vols. 12«. bound; originally published at 1/. lis. 6d. 

** These works ."ifford a good deal of new information, which can scarcely be 
found any where else. They admit us info the interior of a soldier's or sailor's 
life, telling us much that history will not condescend to notice, and which we had 
rather know than a great part of that which it tells. They also render us better 
acquainted (and herein is an advantage) with the dreadful realities of war, and 
its appalling train of concomitant miseries, and dissipate the delusive halo by 
which those who view it from a distance are dazzled and deceived. They take, 
like Sterne, ' a single captive,* or a single wounded soldier, and we are more 
affected by the simple tale of his individual sufferings than by the high-sounding 
recital of the fall of HkouBOXxds.**— Edinburgh Review. 

V. 

TAZ.B8 OF A VOYAQER TO THE ARCTZC OCBAMT. 

FIRST ANn SKCONU 8KRIB8. 

Each, 3 vols. 12«. bound ; originally published at 1/. 11«. 6(/. 

" These stories, which are told on board a ship recently bound to the Polar 
Seas, are connected with an account of the actual voyage, and of the adventures 
ard perils of the Mariners in that desolate region." 

" The author*s forte is essentially humorous, and his humour is of the spirit 
and quality of Washington Irving's, combined with infinitely more fancy and 
vivacity.*' — New Times. 

** Vcxe lover of original.and striking fiction, and of true descriptions of the geo- 
graphy and natural history nf a wonderful and unfrequented part of the globe 
where every object is a marvel 'and a mystery,* cannot but esteem as a valuable 
accession to his library the 'Tales of a Voyager to the Arctic Ocean.**-a^ew 
Monthly Magaxine. 

VI. 

TRB NZQHT TUTATCH^ 

OR 

Calfrf nt flb« 5w- 

contents. 
Thb Captain's Stort.— Tbb Master's Stobv.— Thb Boatswain, a 

FORBCASTLK YaBN.— ThB PRISONER OF War's StORV. 

2 vols, price 8«. bound ; originally published at 18«. 
"As sketches of nautical life, these tales are admirable for their spirit, origi- 
nality, and truth.*'— JIf onM(y Review. 

N.B. Complete Sets may now he had in 20 volumes^ price 4/. hound. 
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HISTORY OF THE NOBILITY AND GENTRY. 



HISTORY OF THE OOMMONBR8 OF QREAT 
BRZTAZN AND ZRBIiAND. 

BY JOHN BURKE, Esq. 
A COMPANION TO THE PEERAGE AND BARONETAGE. 

Elegantly printed in royal 8vo, and embellished with accurate engrayings of 
the Armorifd BearingB of each Family, and a fine portrait of The Speaker ; 
the First Volume, price 1/. ll«. 6d. bound in morocco cloth. 

The vnukt of a work of this nature, furnishing an account of all the Families 
constituting the Gentry of the United Kingdom, had long been extensively felt 
and acknowledged ; the present undertaking, founded on the most authentic 
sources, and aided by the most assiduous reseai-ches, will be found to accom- 
plish in a very satisfactory manner the important object required. It will 
be completed in about Four Volumes. 

" A book of the deepest interest, and containing, indeed, so vast a portion of 
fiunily history as perhaps the annals of no other country could produ6e. It is 
almost impossible to convey a more striking illustration of the respectability and. 
permanency of the great proprietors of the soil than is to be found in this Oenealo- 
gical and Heraldic Hittorp of the Commoners of Great Britain and Ireland. Besides 
the descents, intermarriages, and armorial bearings of every fomily, it contains 
the most memorable actions of persons who have distinguished themselves, inter- 
mixed with carious anecdotes. It contains also a countless number of particulars 
relating to the Intermarriages of the several families. Vt^ work deserves, and it 
will no doubt command, as extensive a sale as the Peerage and Baronetage of ttx.e 
same indefatigable compiler.'*— G/o^e. 



MR. BURKS'S PBBRAQB AND BARONBT- 
AQB OF TZZB BRZTZSZZ BMPZRE, 

' FOR 1834. 

The fourth edition, with all the New Creations, and upwards of 1500 en. 
gravings of arms, &c., incorporated with the text, on a new plan, in 2 vols. 8vo, 
containing upwards of 1400 pages, beautifully printed in double columns, 
BO as to comprise a quantity of matter equal to twelve ordinary volumes ; 
pri(9» 2/. 10s. bound in morocco cloth. 

This work comprises three times the number of Families that have ever 
before been presented to the public in any one publication of a similar descrip . 
tion. It embraces every &mily in England, Ireland, and Scotland, invested 
with hereditary honours, and every individual in the remotest degree allied to 
those families : the whole revised from authentic communications made to the 
autlior by almost every noble family in the kingdom. 



LONDON: PUBLISHED FOR HENRY COLBURN, 

BY B. BENTLEY ; AND SOLD BY EVERY BOOKSEIiLER THROUGHOUT 
THE KINODOM. 



^ 



Bradbury aod Evana, Printers, Whitefrlars. 
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